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ON MOUNTAIN BIKING AND INTELLIGENCE: 




SUGGEST 



STUPIDITY 

NOT STUDLINESS. 



We aren't saying that you personally are an Idiot. We're Just saying it's pretty dumb to 
freeze your nads off when you dont have to. Nicolas Voulllox wears the MTB Clima-RJ.T.* 
jacket to repel the rain and wind that can lead to bad things like blue lips and numb 
private parts. NIKE F.I.T.* is a line of apparel using the best athletic fabrics there are. So 
you can concentrate on stuff that really is studly— broken bones and dislocated shoulders* 
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ana 
slaughtered 
on Cambodia's infamous killing fields, the 
shadow of Pol Pot and the Khmer Rouge 
lingers over a country ravaged by civil 
war, land mines, and capitalism run amok. 
By William T. Vollmann. 



This photograph of Bono and cover photo 
of U2's Adam Clayton, Bono, the Edge, and 
Larry Mullen, Jr., by Stephane Sednaoui. 
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IB Friitorial. 

2D POINT BLANK letters . 
2d EXPOSURE 

Spice Girls; Vondie Curtis Hall's Gridlock'd; 
Spring Heel Jack; MTV's Amp; alt-rock 
remixes; Make-Up; the return of absinthe; 
Mark Hamill, a.k.a. Luke Skywalker; Comix: 
Jinx; News. Plus Live!: 31 1 , Jon Spencer 
Blues Explosion. 



93 



ords 



Is a human life more important than a 
chimp life when it comes to AIDS 
research? ACT UP and PETA duke it out 
over animal testing in the AIDS labs of 
America. By Mike Goudreau. 

96 ICON: The Digital Underground 
The real-world peep shows of Web Cams; 
NewsCatcher; OM Records' enhanced 
CDs; MindDrive. By David Kushner. 
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records Pavement, by Terri Sutton; 
Veruca Salt; Bjork; David Bowie; more. 
movies Losf Highway and subUrbia, 
by Michael Atkinson. BOOKS John 
Seabrook's Deeper: My Two-Year Odyssey 
in Cyberspace, by Laura Miller. 
television Entertainment Tonight and 
the fluff wars, by Jonathan Bernstein. 

120 GENIUS LESSONS By Sean Landers. 
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Paul K. and The Weathermen 

Lwe Is A Gas 

Compelling, memorable songs from one of the 
lost great Americana songwriters. Paul K. has 
his own style that tells its tale as it travels 
through many musical genres. — 
A109 CD/LP/CA 't*lA 
Out Now * 9% 

* - a 

Trunk Federation 

The Infamous Hamburger Transfer 
Mind-bending explosive new rock from outer 
space. Quirkiness, jet-fueled with a potent 
rhythm. Will mark you for life. 
AlllCD/LP/CS 
Out February 1 1 



knapsack 

Day Three of My New life 
Their sophomore release retains its atypical 
riffs, swirling energy, and love of dynamics 

while exploring darker territory. 

A whale new recipe for pop chaos. 
£ A095 CD/IP/G 
I Out February 25 



Blithe 

verse chorus verse 

Smooth melodies pour forth from this, their \ 
full-length release. Vodka with o splash of 
cranberry - far from sugar-coated. They'll keep 
you warm on those cold Swedish nights. 
Al 06 CD/IP 

Out March 1 1 WkM 
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Reporting on the San Francisco Bay Area's 
hyperactive DIY hip-hop movement ["Turn- 
ing the Tables"], Senior Contributing Writer 
Charles Aaron, right, was struck by the 
local playas' lack or concern for Industry 
approval. "These kids have given up on 
getting signed," Aaron says, "so instead, 
groups like the Invisible Scratch Pickles are 
doing the wildest, strangest things they can 
think of to impress their friends and push 
the music forward." Though DJ Shadow is 
currently the biggest name on the scene, 
Aaron found he's just as down-to-earth as 
his peers. "We were talking at a coffee- 
house," Aaron laughs, "and Shadow kept worrying that we were disturbing 
some college kids who were trying to study." 

Photographer Stephane Sednaoui, below, and U2 agreed that only a cool, 
futuristic feel would capture the spirit of the band's newfound embrace of 
electronica on their latest album, Pop ["The Future Sound of U2"]. "They are 
very sweet, but they think about their visual image in the same way they 

consider their music," says Sed- 
naoui. "They will not stop until the 
idea in their heads comes out per- 
fect." Sednaoui, who also directed 
the band's "Mysterious Ways" 
video, adds that he and the band 
once worked 24 hours straight — 
"like madmen." When he's not 
filming the Red Hot Chili Peppers 
("Give It Away") or Alanis Moris- 
sette ("Ironic"), Sednaoui shoots 
for Interview and The Face. 

Though photographer Roxanne 
Lowit assumed the Indian- 
American club kids recruited for 
the fashion spread "Gimme Hindi 
Rock" would be a bunch of wild 
things, she soon discovered that many of them are caught between hip 
youth culture and traditional ways. "It's a world where turbans and cell 
phones coexist," she says. "One of the girls I photographed said, 'I can't 
have a boy hug me in a picture. My mother will kill me!' " Lowit's photos 
have also appeared in Vogue, Vanity Fair, and Allure, 

Journalists have been searching for the elusive Khmer 
Rouge leader Pol Pot for almost 20 years, but Staff 
Writer William T. Vollman braved land mines and the 
Cambodian civil war in a determined but unsuccessful 
quest to bring the man responsible for the deaths of 
more than one million people out of hiding ["Holiday in 
Cambodia"]. "A contact said Pol Pot just laughs and 
laughs at all the rumors that he's dead," Vollman says. "I 
wanted to look at his face and hear his justification for 
mass murder." Vollman is the author of ten books, 
including The Atlas, published by Viking last year. s 

"The only devilish thing Marilyn Manson did during our j 
interviews ["Our Little Satan"] was when he borrowed 1 1 
my rental car," says Production Editor Jeffrey Rotter, above. "He got a 
parking ticket and didn't tell me — he buried it under some stuff in the back- 
seat." Rotter is also co-music editor of SPINonline. 
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Blithe "Hardliner" b/w "The Rainday" 

Moulh-wolering Swedish rock with a distinctive southern flavor 
A taste thai will leove you hungry for more, • Al 14 7" • Oul How 



Chug Utile Things ep 

A mix ol forceful irrythms and Hew Zealand popthat blend into poignoni. drscordarM songs Members 
indude 30 s guitarist Dove Mitchell, bassists All Doniefcon of Stephen, and Norma O'Molley of Look 
Blue Go Purple on orrjnr^vocak. • Al 1 6 1 Q'ep • Out February 25 

Alias 101 Video Compilation 

A collection of the best videos ever, by Afias bands. Lonrj lost videos from Yo La Tengo, American Musk Out, 
Ine Switches and more- Also contains every Archers of Loaf video currently in existence. • AI01 YKS • Oul Now 
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by Dennis Cooper 



Altared State 

Same-sex marriage should 
be legal— but can't gays 
and lesbians come up with 
something better? 



should lesbian AND GAY couples have the right 
to get married? Of course. Most people reading 
this issue of SPIN probably think, Sure, why not? 
however dispassionately. I'm not saying there 
aren't homophobes in the alternative rock scene. 
God knows. The point is — and correct me if I'm 
wrong — same-sex marriage just isn't a very 
threatening idea in the grand scheme of things. 
In fact, compared to the antics of, say, Marilyn 
Manson or Hole or Imperial Teen or Nick Cave 
or any number of bands and artists who 
regularly tweak our notions of what constitutes 
moral and immoral behavior, same-sex marriage 
is a rather fusty concept. It's not a life or death 
issue, not a First Amendment issue. It's just one 
of those minor legal upgrades that's bound to 
happen at some point, because there is no good 
reason why it shouldn't. The controversy swirling 
around the issue seems fit for the tabloids, akin 
to the kind of passions aroused by the question 
of whether Princess Di is a saint or a slut. 

The real question is why this simple twist on 
something so old-fashioned is such a big deal, 
both for the lesbians and gay men who insist 
upon being married, and for the people who 
appear to be thunderstruck by the prospect. The 
stumbling block, of course, is Christianity, whose 
core believers see same-sex marriage as one 
more sign that their stranglehold on America's 
ethics is slipping away. Christians are no longer 
a united, Bible-thumping front, if they ever were. 
They're a barely definable constituency 
incorporating everything from televangelist fans 
who think God's a vengeful spy in the sky to 
born-again 12-steppers to whom God is merely 
an amorphous, individualized concept of some 
higher power that exists purely to keep them 
clean. Between these two extremes are the vast 
majority of lazy Christians, people who are 
believers because it gives them one less thing to 
worry about. If this majority isn't up in arms 
about same-sex marriage — and I don't see 
much evidence that they are — it's probably 
because they haven't given the idea more than 
half a thought. 

But even the resistance to same-sex marriages 
among Christianity's hard-core defenders seems 




self-defeating. To paraphrase a recent letter to the 
Los Angeles Times — written in response to a 
news story about serial killer Richard Ramirez's 
prison marriage to a love-struck pen pal — it's 
okay for the Night Stalker to get married, but not 
my boyfriend and me? 

Christians have always been proselytizers: No 
heathen is seen as unredeemable, and no sin as 
unforgivable. They've tried so hard to be all 
things to all people that it seems downright quirky 
of them to draw the line at gay marriage, a notion 
that barely rates a blip on the scale of current 
cultural upheavals. If this fight goes to court — 
and thanks to recent, highly publicized struggles 
to legalize same-sex marriage in Hawaii, that's 
pretty much a given — Christian conservatives will 
essentially be pitting their theories of right and 
wrong against basic principles of human dignity, 
and making themselves seem paranoid and 
inhumane in the process. 

Another interesting question is why lesbians 
and gay men want to adopt a ritual that was 
created to marginalize them. From what I can 
gather, same-sex fiances don't want just the 
appropriate legal papers, they want the whole 
shebang — altar, choir, and priestly blessing. As a 
gay man who finds this desire slightly appalling, 
I'd like to think that they see marriage as a 
subversive political action, an ambitious twist on 
our people's longstanding fascination with the 
idea of passing as straight, or as a member of a 
gender not our own. But I'm afraid it's less 
complicated than that. These aspiring queer 
spouses really do want to be "normal," according 



to the conventional standards of straight, 
Christian America. 

I should confess that in the early '80s I got 
married to my boyfriend of the time. Not legally, of 
course — we asked a friend who was an ordained 
minister to help us devise a ceremony, invited our 
friends, and walked down the aisle to the strains 
of the Velvet Underground's "I'm Sticking With 
You." Then we exchanged rings, kissed, smashed 
wedding cake in each other's faces, and had a 
big, drunken party. My boyfriend, a sweet, 
troubled guy with a heroin problem, wanted me to 
prove that I wouldn't give up on him, even if he 
couldn't kick his habit, and this seemed like the 
obvious way to cement our union. We took our 
vows seriously, but his addiction got much worse 
over the next several months. When he pawned 
his wedding ring to buy dope. I considered us 
divorced. I'm very glad our symbolic marriage 
wasn't legal, because it could end as purely and 
uncomplicatedly as it began. 

I don't understand why same-sex couples 
aren't interested in finding innovative ways to 
legitimize their relationships. As eternal 
outsiders, we have the option to reinvent 
everything about love, to discover if there is a 
way to collaborate romantically on a long-term 
basis without the option of procreating, and 
without okaying our interactions with the officials 
of church or state. I don't know why some of us 
want the same things that heterosexuals have — 
and in some cases wish they didn't have — but 
some of us do, and in this particular case, it's 
such a little request. » 
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It happens to everyone. Sooner or 
later your sedan gene kicks in. 
The words "sports car"are erased 
from your mental hard drive and replaced 
with "four door sedan" This is usually followed 
by a cold sweat. 

Is there life after four doors? There is in a 
Volkswagen Jetta GLX. its 172 hp VR6 engine can 
take you from 0-60 in about 7seconds. 

It's German engineered so it handles like 
nothing you've ever driven before. 

And those 4 doors? Well, life's a lot more fun 
when you bring some friends along. 

On the road of life there are passengers and 
there are drivers. 

The Jetta GLX: Front wheel drive. Rack and pinion steenng. Anti-lock brakes. Dual airbag supplemental restraints. Premium 8-speoker stereo and warranties up 
the wazoo.1-800 DRIVE VWor http:/www.vw.com. ©1996 Volkswagen. Always wear your seatbelt and we've heard some good things about beta carotene too. 




In the seventh 
grade I was 
expelled for 
blowing up 
lockers. 



the Tourist™ 




Thus was born my interest 
in performance art. 

I'm not sure what 
prompted the shoe thing. 

Simple. 
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BUSH WHACKED 

In his profile of Bush ["Pretty on 
the Inside," December], James 
Hannaham alludes to a 
fundamentally flawed premise that 
to be a legit rock star in the '90s, 
one must either be a heroin addict, 
be demented, or have suffered 
some great personal loss. Well, 
Gavin Rossdale blows that theory 
right out of the water, and it doesn't 
make him any less of a musician. 

Anne Sowers 

Seal Beach, California 

Why rehash what has already been 
written countless times by other 
mags? Let's recap: Gavin's father 
was a doctor, Gavin smokes pot, 
Gavin's dog's name is Winston, 
Gavin smokes pot, Gavin's (now ex-) 
girlfriend's name is Jasmine, Gavin 
smokes pot, Gavin's a nice guy, 
and Gavin smokes a lot of pot. Next 
time, how about trying something 
different, like asking Gavin, "Do you 
prefer homegrown or imported?" 
Or maybe, "Do you like it rolled, in a 
pipe, or from a bong?" 

Terri Buiso 

Smithtown, New York 



FAIRE PLAY 



As someone who has worked for 
several Renaissance Faires around 
the country, I can assure you that 
the majority of "rennies" are not, 
as Elizabeth Gilbert claims, social 
outcasts who grew up playing 



Dungeons & Dragons ["Knight 
Fever," December]. Most of us are 
professional actors, and if we're 
tolerant of the patrons who forget 
the village isn't real, it's because our 
job is to entertain, not to condemn. 

Kimberly Morgan 

Garden City, Michigan 

I'm a frequent patron of the New 
York Renaissance Festival as well 
as a proud member of the wenches 
guild, and I don't think Elizabeth 
Gilbert could have been any more 
derogatory towards the town of 
Sloatsburg or the Faire's patrons. 
But, hey, what do I know? 
According to the article, I'm just a 
dumb rennie. 

Robin A. Perreira 

via Internet 



COLOR ME IMPRES5ED 

December's Fashion article. "It's a 
Colorful Life," was hilarious. I 
could get a jacket for $1 at the local 
thrift shop that looks just like the 
$1,965 one you pictured. 
Erin Henry 

Central Bridge, New York 



TRASH TALKING 

I was glad to see Robin Bakay's 
article on Scott Ferrall [Out of Bounds, 
December]. About six months ago, 
my local sports station changed 
formats, so I no longer get Ferrall on 
the Bench on the radio, but his 
ragged-out, assault-weapon voice 
still rings in my head. As Ferrall 
himself would say, "He's the man." 

Jeff Rozdilsky 

Lombard, Illinois 



AIR SICK 

Thank you for Terese Svoboda's 
excellent and all-too-accurate article 
on the devastating effects of indoor 
pollution at the EPA's headquarters 
in Washington, D.C. It's ironic 
that the protectors of our nation's 
environment stonewalled while so 
many of its employees were 
sickened by toxic exposures. The 
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MOBY ANIMAL RIGHTS 

THE NEW ALBUM FEATURING 
"THAT'S WHEN I REACH FOR MY REVOLVER " 



tragedy is that nearly a decade later, 
the number of people nationwide 
who fall sick and are subsequently 
disabled because of similar 
exposures is increasing all the time. 

Mary Lamielle 

Director 

National Center for 
Environmental Health Strategies 
Voorhees, New Jersey 

TANGLED WEB 

So, some psychologists have 
determined that spending six hours 
a day on the Internet is "far beyond 
the norm." [Exposure, December]. 
What would be more normal? 
Spending that time watching TV? 

Ben Harris 

Burbank, California 

DIRT MERCHANTS 

Rock on, Jerry Brown. How long will 
it take for us to realize that the 
environment is choking in our wake 
[Topspin, December]? Let's face it: 
We are selfish goons who just want 
to go shopping. 

Susannah Dowell 

Monkton, Maryland 

Jerry Brown is undoubtedly an 
intelligent and sincere individual, 
and without question the California 
redwoods should be preserved. 
But to start an essay focusing on 
worldwide human grief and then 
abruptly shift to saving the redwoods 
is bewilderingly anticlimactic. 

William Dauenhauer 

Wickuffe, Ohio 



LI5A 5AY5 

Thanks for the article on Lisa 
Germano ["Pop Therapy," 
December]. I'm glad there are 
female songwriters out there who 
can turn the shit life gives them into 
something beautiful. 

Jolene Miklas 

Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania 

BEAUTY AND THE BEASTS 

Thanks for the article on guys and 
makeup [Exposure, December]. 
Just because girls started wearing 
makeup first doesn't mean guys 
can't get a fair shot at it! 

Danielle Conrad 

North Babylon, New York 

GENIUS BY ASSOCIATION 

The only thing decent about SPIN is 
Sean Landers's "Genius Lessons." 
The rest of the magazine is a 
bunch of crap about rock stars and 
what they're "really like." No 
offense, but Landers deserves 
better than this. 

Lindsay Levine 

via Internet 



Address letters to Point Blank, 
6 West 18th Street, New York, 
NY 10011, or send e-mail 
to spinonline @aol.com. Please 
mark e-mail 'Attn: Point Blank.' 
For all correspondence, include 
your full name, address, and 
phone number for verification. 
Letters may be edited for length 
and clarity. 




faceless Brit-boy pop. The solution: Spice Girls, five anti-divas who do it for themselves. Photograph by Rankin. 



"ALL GIRLS' POO smells of roses." 
declares Geri, the flame-haired 
motormouth of Spice Girls, 
emerging from the toilet of a swank 
Manhattan hotel. Camped out in 
the lobby, yammering simultaneously 
in breathless British accents and 
screeching into bursts of 
spontaneous song, Geri and her 
colleagues seem less like newly 
anointed U.K. pop aristocracy and 
more like a bunch of raucous, drunk 
chicks going nuts on vacation. But 



the ingrained ordinariness of this girl- 
next-door group is what— in their boy- 
band-dominated homeland, at least- 
makes them downright revolutionary. 

"If you wannabe my lover, you 
got to get with my friends," runs the 
chorus of "Wannabe," the Spice 
statement of intent and unity that 
won the hearts and allowances 
of several continents last summer. 
An estrogen-fueled piece of pop- 
soul, packed with enough barefaced 
cheek to identify its makers as a 
kind of DIY TLC, "Wannabe" was the 
sound of a bunch of determinedly 
regular girls exulting in their own 
company and their own gender. "It's 
all about girl power!" exclaims 
Mel B „ the black Spice Girl with the 
exploding frizz and the honking 
laugh. "It's about equality and having 
fun and trying to rule your life." 



"Though some people thought it 
was about group sex," points out Geri. 

Three years ago, the individual 
girls— Geri, Mel C, Mel B., Emma, and 
Victoria— were a quintet of showbiz 
hopefuls bouncing around from 
auditions for everything from Cats to 
soap commercials. Then serendipity 
stepped in. Separately, all five 
answered an advertisement placed 
by a manager bent on manufacturing 
a distaff equivalent of the smooth- 
skinned boy-toys splattered over the 
U.K. pop charts. The girls bought the 
concept but seized the means of 
production. With their debut, Spice, 
now out in the U.S., they became the 
first all-girl group in Britpop history 
to truly speak to an all-girl audience. 
Teenagers were quick to empathize 
with a group that doesn't sing, dance, 



dress, or look any better than they do, 
and soon the question "Who's your 
favorite Spice Girl?" triggered heated 
debate, with fans slugging it out 
over the supremacy of the Loud One, 
the Sexy One, the Sweet One, the 
Quiet One, or the Mad One. 

Spice Girls' U.K. success story 
became complete when their 
homeland's notoriously ravenous 
tabloids started nosing around in 
their closets. The first skeleton to 
come clattering out was Geri's past 
as a nude model. Fittingly for a 
girl who claims Margaret Thatcher 
and Madonna ("I admire what she's 
achieved being mediocre") as major 
influences, Geri (the Loud One) is 
pragmatic about the publication of 
her early work. "I don't think it was 
a big deal," she explains. "At the 
time, I wanted to get my tits out and 
go running naked in the woods. 
Nobody's fucking perfect, are they?" 

"Except me," chimes in Emma, 
who is, after all, the Sweet One. 

JONATHAN BERNSTEIN 




Off the Grid Vondie Curtis Hall outs 
the agony and irony of kicking 
tomorrow in his dark comedy Gridlock'd. 

VONDIE CURTIS HALL is a guy with too many outlets. 
As a musician, he's played in punk and jazz outfits; as an 
actor, singer, and dancer, he's starred on Broadway and in 
films; and he's done stints on both ER and Chicago Hope, 
appearing on the former as a suicidal transvestite — an Emmy- 
nominated performance — and playing the righteous Dr. Dennis 
Hancock on the latter. So when Curtis Hall talks about 
writing and directing his first film, Gridlock'd, it's 
not surprising to see his arms and legs run 
through a restless semaphore, sure symp 
toms of someone who can't sit still. 

The darkly comic Gridlock'd, re- 
leased in January, stars Tupac Shakur 
and Tim Roth as Spoon and Stretch 
two smack addicts trying to kick 
on New Year's Day. The film rides 
the heroin-chic train deep into 
uncharted territory as the duo find 
their will to get clean thwarted by 
cruel fate and a Byzantine 
social-services bureaucracy. 
In the end, Gridlock'd pushes 
the wacked irony that the 
Catch-22 of the rehab 
system can rival the 



ravages of the drug itself. 

For Curtis Hall, 40, Gridlock'd 
isn't some genre-based vanity project 
put together after acting fame hit; it's a story 
he's been itching to tell ever since he lived it. 
Growing up in the early 70s in a quiet neighborhood 
outside Detroit, Curtis Hall and a few pals would head 
into the city and shoot up with hard-core addicts. One day 
he brought his habit home and a kid overdosed in his par- 
ents' house. "I could only think, 'Fuck, if this guy lives I'll never 
do this again.' " Curtis Hall started looking into rehab programs, 
but clinic workers proved less than sympathetic. "When you 
decide to change your life, you think everybody's on 
the same page. But they could give a shit. They've 
got other people to help." 

After he got clean, Curtis Hall went on to 
study acting in London, and eventually 
landed a role in John Sayles's Passion Fish. 
Getting a second chance is, in part, what 
drew him to Shakur for the part of Spoon. 
"At that time he was just getting out of 
jail, and Hollywood had closed its 
doors on him," he recalls. If Gridlock'd 
is received as Shakur's last film rather 
than Curtis Hall's first, that's fine with 
its director. He's going to marshal 
his energies and stick with acting 
for a while. "I love directing," he 
says. "But right now, I just want 
to stand on my mark and 
read my lines." 

PAUL MALCOLM 





Jack in the Beat Box 

Spring Heel Jack are the 
new aces of drum'n'bass. 

FOR A COUPLE of guys pushing the envelope of 
drum'n'bass futurism. Spring Heel Jack's John Coxon 
and Ashley Wales are pretty lackadaisical about tech- 
nology. "We accidentally erased all the presets in our 
mixing board's memory," explains Wales, setting up for 
a gig at O.C.'s 9:30 Club as his publicist frantically cell- 
phones for computer backup. An hour later, the London- 
based duo ease into a dizzying symphony of warp-speed 
breakbeats, neoclassical piano, and heaving dub tsunamis, 
lost data be damned. 
Their swooning brand of hardstep is proof that Spring 
Heel Jack are pulling off what a generation of prog rockers 



could never accomplish: namely, fastening 
the outsized emotions of classical music to 
raw pop hedonism. The duo's first effort, 1995's 
There Are Strings, transcended the usual rhythmic 
slice-and-dice by looping samples from Lee "Scratch" 
Perry to Finnish composer Jean Sibelius into tuneful 
drum'n'bass. Their follow-up. 68 Million Shades, takes 
their noirish melodies and sophisticated compositions 
even further. "Most jungle records are just an intro and 
a rush of beats," says Coxon, a compact man whose 
words tumble out like rim shots. "We try to develop 
things." As Wales puts it, "Most drum'n'bass DJs 
wouldn't touch our records with a barge pole." 

Friends from the mid-'80s when the bloke-ish Wales 
was a London record-store clerk, the duo first toured 
out as part of the Spacemen 3 spin-off Spiritualized, 



with Coxon on guitar and Wales DJing between sets. 
Their beat-oriented home-taping experiments, ini- 
tially used for houseparty DJing, got them signed; but 
it was their work on Everything but the Girl's "Walking 
Wounded"— arguably jungle's greatest pop moment 
since Goldie's "Inner City Life" and SHJ's only bout 
with lyrics— that confirmed their drum'n'bass mastery. 

All of which leads to the inevitable question: Can 
instrumental music truly be pop? 

" Walk Don't Run,' " Coxon retorts. 

" 'Hocus Pocus,' " Wales adds. " 'Outa-Space.' " 

True to his record-shop roots, Wales keeps going while 
Coxon drifts off, attending to some distant sound. "Tinnitus," 
he explains. "It's this constant rrrrrmmmm in my head. My 
doctor said I had to stop making music." He grins. "So I just 
work with it. I'm learning to love my tinnitus." will hermes 
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Neon 




$10,300 
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Plymouth Neon $10,300* (For starters.) We've managed to bond together all 
the elements of fun — sporty looks, plenty-o-room, a 16-valve, 132 horsepower engine and 
an optional AM/FM stereo with cassette or CD player. It's hotter than a Bunsen burner. 
For more Information on tho Plymouth Noon sedan or coupe, stop by your friendly 
Plymouth dealer, call 1-800-PLYMOUTH or visit us on the Web at www.plymouthcars.com. 



One clever idea after another. 




That's Plymouth. 



•MSRP includes destination and $1,000 rebate, excludes tax. One mole of any gas occupies about 22.4 liters. 



Thump'n'Grind 

Alt rockers remix their way into the rhythm nation. 

POP MUSIC NOW suffers from a serious case of dance fever. As a result, even chest-thumping guitar men 
and mystical piano girls have turned into remix disciples, overnighting their tracks to sonic specialists with 
the know-how and technology to remold vocals, fool with rhythms, and get nearly any song into the 
groove. But do these things rock? Below, a guide to the latest alt-rock remixes. james hunter 
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WHITE ZOMBIE 
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Armand's 
Star Trunk 
Funkin' Mix" 
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Armand Van 
Helden, East 
Coast remix 
- honcho. 
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"Raw Power,' as 
performed by a 
dozen lawn mowers 
and produced by 
Giorgio Moroder, 
circa '83. 
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The feeling that 
between 10 PM. and 2 
A M. on certain high 
school weekends, the air 

outside seems 
indistinguishable from 
heaven's. 




GARBAGE 

"Milk" 



A Scottish 
seductress coaxing 
icy '80s Euroballadry 
into warm Bacharach- 
esque romance. 



Hummable. 
clearheaded 
hard rock. 
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% » Sexed-up groove 
(interrupted by a snatch 
of Tori Unplugged) 
! 35 fashioned out of a 
j £ hot-doggin bass line 
flashing through 
outer space. 



"Meet Bambi in 
the King's Harem Mix" 
(from White Zombie 
Presents Supersexy 
Swingin' Sounds % 
remix album) 1 
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Clouser, Nine 
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producer/ 
engineer. 
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"Vocal Mix" 
(from 1979 
Mixes [import 
single]) 



Roli Mofimann, 
U.K. post-rave 
sorcerer. 
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"Udder Mix" 
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"Herman 
Melville Mix' (from 
Until It Sleeps, 
Part 2 [import 
single]) 



Abstract Art 

MTV goes electronic with Amp. 



AFTER YEARS OF tired, by-the-numbers video 
shows, MTV has finally hit upon the first 
program worth checking out since the early 
120 Minutes. Called Amp, this clip-oriented 
show, which airs in the wee hours of Friday 
and Saturday, is a blissful hour's worth of 
electronica and techno-oriented videos that 
signals the start of the channel's heavily 
hyped schedule makeover. 

"The way I pitched the show was as a one- 
hour image campaign," says Todd Mueller, 
the show's producer. Image is right — this 
stuff doesn't look like anything MTV has ever 
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^ The 

misperception 

that lawn 
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Rabbit in the 
Moon, Tampa- 
based beat 
Anglophiles. 




The world's 
sweetest post- 
disco rock, as 
engineered by 
angels. 
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Same 
thing, but with the 
backdrops designed by 
guys who think 
NIN's rhythm tracks 
could be lusher. 



Moby, 
beloved U.S. 
techno-elf. 
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Dance away 
all those thorny 
conservatory 
issues. 





Tori's 
original, which 
is more of a 
warped remix in 
the first place. 



The original 
masterwork. 



Both- A 
depends on the 
kilowatt quotient 
of your mood. 



f 

Up to you: r 
Do you think 
Shirley Manson 
looks better in faux 
fur or leather? 




. .. ude, homemade spots such 
as Atari Teenage Riot's "Speed" to slicker 
futuristic pieces like Orbital's "The Box." Other 
clips are abstract, computer-generated efforts 
that eschew human figures, the same way 
some electronica artists forgo vocals. What 
you won't see is any "girls dancing in a field, 
lip-synching to trilly voices" (as Mueller 
describes some of the lamer submissions 
he's seen) or some nattering VJ to interfere 
with the steady stream of eye candy from 
upcoming crossover acts like the Chemical 
Brothers and the Prodigy, as well as early 
electro pioneers Kraftwerk and Brian Eno. 

It's debatable whether a TV nation 
brainwashed by years of semi-plot-driven 
spots will sit through a video whose main 
attraction is a morphing colored blob, 
but Mueller remains optimistic. "It's not 
prime-time viewing," he explains. "I hope 
to encourage a more abstract sense of 
entertainment." tracev pepper 



MM ,f 

■ ■ 



Radical Chic 

Washington D.Cs Make-Up have a 
theory for everything, including 
one to shake your money maker. 



IAN SVENONIUS JUST quit his job at the 
sex shop in Georgetown. It seems the 
lead singer of the funk'n'punk outfit 
Make-Up couldn't deal with selling hand- 
cuffs and butt plugs to wealthy subur- 
ban couples. "You realize how totally 
helpless people must feel if they spend 
all their time tying each other up," says 
the lanky 28-year-old. "There's so little 
to express yourself with, and people are 
so inarticulate. The only thing left to do 
is go out to dinner." Which is exactly 
what we're doing, eating at an Asian 
restaurant in one of Washington D.C.'s 
ubiquitous strip malls. 

A former "Sassiest Boy in America" 
(once Sassy's highest honor), Svenonius 
has always been into half-serious, half- 



comic sociological theories. His early- 
'90s band, the Nation of Ulysses, 
issued way-semiotic manifestos on 
how to live (no drugs, no retro behav- 
ior) over an abrasive, avant racket. 
After the Nation broke up, there was 
the short-lived Cupid Car Club, which 
released one single that included 
(ironic) suicide instructions on the 
cover. Eventually, Svenonius and 
Ulysses members James Canty 
(guitar and organ) and Steve 
Gamboa (drums) teamed up with 
bassist Michelle Mae, formerly 
of the Olympia band the Frump- 
ies, to create Make-Up. 



On their latest efforts, Sound Veriti 
and Make-Up After Dark, on K and 
Dischord, respectively, the band lays 
down a groovy, dance-friendly vibe, 
with Svenonius ad-libbing surreal 
lyrics about keeping it real. "We 
wanted to do something really 
rhythm-based," he says. "Our origi- 
nal plan was to have a guitarless 
band." Audience interaction is 
another goal. Svenonius was 
Inspired by the heartfelt services 
at D.C.'s Holiness churches, 
which feature live bands. He 
calls his listeners "children," 
incites them to "say yeah," and 
generally works like a preacher 
whipping a congregation into 
a worshiping frenzy. 



The band's fashion sense has also 
evolved since the days of the Nation, 
when they looked like juvenile delin- 
quents from the 1950s. For dinner, 
Svenonius is dressed spectacularly in a 
fitted beige pea coat and brown flared 
hip-huggers tailored within an inch of 
their life. On their upcoming tour, the 
band plans to wear outfits custom-made 
by Gamboa's wife. "We have to keep it 
Interesting for us and the audience," 
Svenonius says, effortlessly spinning 
out another theoretical riff. "One of the 
earmarks of capitalism is creating new 
ideas for new consumption, and artists 
are encouraged to do the same. It's all 
very similar." Christina kelly 
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IfYouL^htUp 

You Can Rock Out! 

ENTER THE 

M0K1N 
OUNDS 



PIN SWEEPSTAKES 

You could be 
one of 100 
lucky winners to 
receive 100 CDs 
of your choice! 

PLUS... 

Get valuable offers, 
just for entering! 
Hurry! Send in the attached entry form 
today. 

Tune in for more information! 
Call Toll Free 1-800-341-5211 




NO PURCHASE NECESSARY. To enter, prim your name, home address and phone number and complete all required information on 
the accompanying card. Entries missing name and address or on which all \te required information has not been fully completed 
will not be considered eligible. Reproductions ot any kind are not allowed. For an alternate entry form, send a sell-addressed 
stamped envelope to, Smokin' Sounds Sweepstakes - Alternate Entry. P.O. Bc« 70031, Louisville. XY 40270-0031. One request per 
envelope. All entries must be received by May 31. 1997 Drawings to be held on or about June 7, 1997. Limit one winning entry 
per household. Incomplete, Illegible, or mutilated entries are Ineligible. Sponsor is not responsible lor lost. late, damaged or 
misdirected mall Sponsor will not acknowledge receipt ot nor confirm eligibility or ineligibility ot any entry(s). Sponsor will not 
return any Ineligible entryis) Brown & Williamson Tobacco Corp. is the Sponsor ot this promotion Winners will be determined in 
random drawings from among all eligible entries received. Odds ol winning dependent on the number of eligible entries received 
Drawing will be conducted by an independent judging organization whose decisions are linal on all matters relating to this 
promotion. Winners will be notified by mail and must execule and return an Affidavit of Eliglbiiity'Release ot 
Llabilliy/Pubhclty/Prlze Acceptance Form within 20 days ol attempted delivery. All winners are subject to age verification. 
Noncompliance within the 20-day time period or return of any prize notification as undeliverable may result in disqualification and 
the selection of an alternate winner. Ail prizes will be fulfilled. 100 winners will be allowed to choose 100 compact discs from a 
pre determined list of titles provided by a major U .S. music distributor. Each CD m a multi-CD set will be counted as an individual 



slributor. Each C 



selection. Retail value ol each disc not to exceed Si 7,98. No substitutions. Iransler of prize, or election of cash In lieu ot prize will 
be permitted. All federal, slate, and local income and other taxes on prize. If applicable, are the sole responsibility of the winners. 
Acceptance of prize offered constitutes permission la use winners' names, biographical information, and/or likeness for purposes 
ot advertising and promotion without further compensation, unless prohibited by law Participation is limited to legal residents ol 
the 50 United States and Ihe District ot Columbia, who are smokers 21 years of age or older ai the dale of entry, except employees 
ot Brown & Williamson Tobacco Corp., its affiliates subsidiaries advertising ana promotion agencies and the immediate families 
ol each. All federal, slale and local laws and regulations apply. Offer void in MA. Ml. and wherever prohibited or restricted by law. 
and may be withdrawn as necessary in any stale. Prize delivery limited to Ihe SO United States and the District of Columbia. Prizes 
will be shipped via UPS. Prizes cannot be delivered to P.O boxes. Approximate retail value ot each prize Is S1.7S8.00 All entries 
become the property of the Sponsor and will not be relumed Any sweepstakes materials containing production, printing or 
typographical errors are automatically void and ihe liability of Ihe Sponsor, it any. is limited lo Ihe replacement of such materials 
By claiming a prize, winners agree Ihat Brown & Williamson Tobacco Corp, and Its agents and their ollicers, directors, and 
employees shall have no liability lor losses or damages ot any kind resulting Irom acceptance, possession, participation In or use 
of any prize. For a lis) ot sweepstakes winners, send a self-addressed stamped envelope to: Smokin' Sounds Sweepstakes. 
P.O. Box 70031. Louisville. KY 40270 0031. Indicate "Winners List' on the outside of the envelope. ft 1997 BftW T Co 





Absinthe Minded 

The return of the mind-altering muse. 

ABSINTHE, THE-EMERALD-CiKKl-N liqueur exalted (and abused) by Hemingway. Verlaine, and Rimbaud, 
is gaining ground as a hipper. more potent alternative to tired Martini chic. The drink, which gees for about $50 
a bottle on the black market, was banned throughout most of the world in the early l9(X)s, 
but ihe NyQuil- flavored. 144-proof spirit has sprung up again thanks to an 
underground network of enterprising sophisticates who've begun distilling their 
own versions of the dandy elixir. Along with its heralded cosmic rush, a large 
part of absinthe's appeal is its rarity: The key ingredient is the hard-to find, 
psychoactive plant wormwood. On the Web. where bootleggers trade recipes, 
absinthe reviews range from "two thumbs up" to "gave me interesting 
stomach cramps." Still in question, however, are the drink s alleged 
hallucinogenic powers. Says Matthew Baggott, a research associate at the Drug 
Dependence Research Center at the University of California at San Francisco, 
who's currently studying absinthe's effects: "More and more people are using it 
But nobody really knows what this stuff can do to your head." monica Corcoran 
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Jem reverMarkHamiii 

a.k.a.LukeSkywalker, 
celebrates the rerelease of 
the Star Wars trilogy. 

What did you think the first time 
vou read the script? 



one of my lines was: "But we can't turn 
our back on fear. Fear is our only . { 

defense." I mean, who talks like that? ^ J 

Overall, I saw it as much closer to The 
Wizard of Oz than Sfar Trek. You've got a iSaH 
pirate, a wizard, a farm boy, a princess, 
and an evil overlord. We could've been 
traveling in a horse-drawn carriage. 
Did you know all along that Darth 
Vader was Luke's father? 
No, and I was always asking. George told 
me that Luke's father fell into a volcano. I 
wondered about Luke's mother, too. I always 
thought that she should've been disguised as Boba 
Fett, that I could pull off Boba Fett's mask and it'd 



over me. Eventually, I was one of a handful of people t 
who learned Vader was my father during shooting ' V 

for Empire. At the time, extras were getting paid 
by the British tabloids to leak what they knew. 
You never got to kiss Carrie Fisher. Do you 
feel gypped? 

Well, George really wanted it to be suitable for kids. 
The very first day Carrie was on set they shot her 
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Noir Town 

Brian Michael Bendis upends the thrill 
kill cult in his new crime series, Jinx. 



WHEN BRIAN MICHAEL BENDIS Set 
out to create a sequel to his 
celebrated graphic novel, A.K.A. 
Goldfish, he wanted a hero 
that was three things — armed, 
dangerous, and female. What he 
came up with is Jinx, and it's the 
rare crime series that puts a 
woman on top without dressing 
her in leather or spandex. 

The series' eponymous hero 
is endowed with neither porn- 
mag proportions nor steely nerve; 
rather, she's a quick-witted, 
muscle-shirted young woman 
who just happens to hunt down 
bond-jumpers for a living. When 
she meets David Gold, the 
hapless (but charming) con man 



from A.K.A. Goldfish, it's clear 
they're in for one twisted romance. 
Their first date is broken up by 
a gun-toting psycho out for 
Gold's head, while their second 
ends with Jinx handcuffing Gold 
to her bedpost. It's not sex 
she's after, though, but money: 
the three million dollars 
of hidden Mafia loot he was 
mumbling about in his sleep. 

The story occasionally evokes 
the grifter-noir atmosphere of 



Jim Thompson, but Bendis still 
piles on plenty of genre-toying 
quirks: Jinx's underworld 
squalor is as bizarre as it is 
bleak (in one scene, Jinx dons 
maternity gear to corner a 
helpless felon), and Bendis's 
dead-on dialogue is peppered 
with the kind of wry one-liners 
you might hear on a Seinfeld 
episode. "Jinx? Is that a 
name or a lifestyle?" Gold 
inquires when the two first meet. 

Bendis underscores this 
world-weary irony with ominous 
pen-and-ink illustrations that 
often stretch the medium's 
visual limits. For instance, when 
Gold kicks his partner's head 
through a windshield, unevenly 
fractured panels spray across a 
two-page spread. The series 
also experiments with 
photography and 



xerography — or, as Bendis puts 
it, "anything that makes black 
and white"— yet the 28-year-old 
Cleveland native isn't afraid 
to use more time-honored comic 
conceits, like the occasional 
Batman-style WHAM! or CRASH! to 
punctuate a fight. 

"I want people to realize how 
far comics have come," is how 
the Cleveland Institute of Art 
graduate explains his striking 
mix of visual styles. "Although 
what inspires me is escapism in 
its purest form. I mean, you 
don't have to live in a world of 
crime to fantasize about 
being a kick-ass motherfucker." 

MATT ASHARE 
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SO OJVD BITES 

by Julia Chaplin and Sia Michel 



Fire Starters 

With alternative rock grown stale 
and record sales on the skids, 
the music industry targets electronica 
as the next big thing. 



"TECHNO = death." Madonna kvetched to SPIN in 
a January 1996 cover story. "I hear it a lot, but 
it doesn't appeal to me." Less than one year later, 
Madonna's label. Maverick Records, laid out 
millions of dollars for the British techno act 
Prodigy and its indie label Mute — and Madonna 
even wooed them with assurances that she 
works out to the group's jittery sounds. 

Prodigy's sweet revenge — the culmination 
of a 20-label bidding war just two years after they 
were dropped by Elektra — is emblematic of an 
industry-wide flip-flop. After routinely ignoring 
rave culture for the past ten years, major labels 
are wagering that electronica — an umbrella term 
being used to describe sample-based dance 
groups such as Prodigy, the Chemical Brothers, 
and Underworld— could prove to be the savior of 
a slumping music industry lousy with modern- 
rock lightweights. "Anyone with a drum machine 
and a synthesizer can get signed right now," 
quips Gerry Gerrard, booking agent for the 
above British acts, as well as for industrial 
pioneers Nine Inch Nails. 

Not only have the trippy sights and sounds of 
artists like Orbital and Future Sound of London 
broken onto MTV via the new 
late-late-night show Amp, but 
user-friendly electronica like 
the Chemical Brothers/Noel 
Gallagher collaboration 
"Setting Sun" and Prodigy's 
"Firestarter" have joined the 
ranks of No Doubt and 
Everclear on modern-rock 
radio stations and in MTV 
heavy rotation. Caroline, the 
label that introduced alt-rock 
heavyweights Hole and 
Smashing Pumpkins, is 
rumored to be cutting down its 
rock roster to focus on its 
electronica-oriented 
Astralwerks offshoot, while 
Mercury Records is currently 
developing an "electronic/dance/techno" imprint 
of its own. Outpost Records, a subsidiary of 
Geffen, has recently signed a distribution deal 
with the innovative trip-hop indie City of Angels, 
but other majors are simply ordering rock- 
weaned A&R execs to hit the raves and find "the 
next Chemical Brothers." 




"My favorite story," laughs 
Astralwerks A&R/Marketing 
Codirector Andrew Goldstone, 
"is about one of the guys who 
tried to sign Prodigy. He said, 
'Sure I get it, but how do you 
know when their songs start 
and stop?' " 

In fact. Prodigy is one of the 
most accessible acts in techno. 
While electronica is traditionally 
faceless and studio-driven, 
Prodigy ooze rock-star 
personality, from their cyberpunk 
hairdos to their Kraftwerk- 
meets-NIN stage moves. "When 
Prodigy played a festival with 
the Foo Fighters, Dave Grohl 
said they put on the most 
amazing show ever," reports 
MTV's Amy Finnerty, who was 
instrumental in programming 
the band's "Firestarter" video 
last October when they were 
still indie unknowns. Though 
Prodigy's second album, Music 
for the Jilted Generation, went 
to No. 1 on the British charts, 
Prodigy were personae non 
grata in the U.S. until KNDD 
radio flew them to Seattle for a 
concert last August. 

"All the MTV and KROQ 
bigwigs were there," says Mute 
Records General Manager Mark 
Fotiadis, whose label signed 
Prodigy in 1994 when no one else was interested. 
"Prodigy kicked ass, and the next day the station 
held a call-in where listeners voted them their 
favorite band 20-to-i — that was all with no radio 
airplay." A few months later, "Firestarter," a song 
that wasn't even available on an album, was 
"Buzz Bin" fodder, and thus began a feeding 
frenzy that is leaving long-term electronica 
advocates skeptical. 

"Prodigy's deal raises the stakes so high so 
quickly," says Astralwerks' Goldstone. "There are 
still only a handful of potentially superstar 
electronic acts; when Nirvana broke there were 
already ten rock bands in every tiny town. There's 
just not that much talent in America right now." 




Though premature 
growth might spell the 
scene's early death, 
another outcome seems 
just as likely: that 
commercial-friendly 
electronica will break 
the mainstream in the 
hands of stalwarts 
like U2 and Everything 
but the Girl, who have absorbed elements of 
electronica just as up-and-comers like Underworld 
and Prodigy have borrowed heavily from the 
rock aesthetic. 

In any case, all industry eyes are on Prodigy 
and the Chemical Brothers, whose highly 
anticipated second albums are both scheduled 
for April releases. Prodigy are soliciting guest 
vocals from Crispian Mills of Kula Shaker and 
Skin from Skunk Anansie, while the Chemical 
Brothers are learning to live with "rock'n'roll 
adoration." "Making this record is a bit scary," 
says Brother Tom Rowlands. "We never 
expected anyone to like us besides our friends. 
The goalposts seemed to have moved a bit." • 



40 SPIN 





March 12-16, 1997 

Austin, Texas 

Austin Convention Center 

"South by Southwest has 
become the domestic pop and rock 
music industry's most important 
annual gathering. " 

-The New York Times 

The Eleventh Annual 
SXSW Music & Media 
Conference will draw 
5,500 music and media industry 
professionals from around the 
world to Austin, Texas, for three 
days of panel discussions, 
rkshops and demo critii 



Registration Rates 
& Deadlines: 

Postmarked by: 
January 13, 1997 $325 
Walkup rate $450 

Call for information on the 

SXSW Film Festival and the 
Multimedia/Interactive Festival. 

South By Southwest 

PO Box 4999 
Austin TX 78765 
tel: 512/467-7979 
fax: 512/451-0754 
e-mail: sxsw@sxsw.com 
web: http://www.sxsw.com 
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JON SPENCER BLUES 
EXPLOSION 
ATARI TEENAGE RIOT 

The Roxy 
New York City 
December 14, 1996 

When Fred Schneider is introduced as 
"Soul Brother No. 1," you know you're 
in for an evening of strange signifying. 
By the time the gleefully nelly B-52's 
frontman made a cameo, in a shirt 
unbuttoned all the way to his happy 
trail, the stage of New York's Roxy— a 
converted roller rink— had already 
been trod by a German digital hardcore band and 
a Blowfly-like African-American comic; Jon Spencer 
Blues Explosion, white bloozemen from way down 
East, had just finished "Bellbottoms," a paean to 
retro chic. And to make the event truly postmodern, 
Spencer soloed on theremin, just like Jimmy Page in 
The Song Remains the Same. 

Though he's been playing dumb since a scathing 
review by a black critic called his act a "coon show," 
Spencer, a former semiotics major, is a master of 
tweaking cultural symbols for maximum provocation 
No gesture ever seems pure; when 70-year-old 
Mississippi bluesman R.L. Burnside recently joined 
the band on a San Francisco stage, he was being 
simultaneously honored by his friends, baited into 
stereotypical trash talk, and milked for authenticity- 
by-association. The JSBE are classic what've-you- 




got? rebels: They raise questions about cultural 
ownership and racial dialectic, but never try to 
answer them. 

"Make it fucked-up!" Spencer shouted by way of 
cosmology, wiry and electric in an iridescent shirt, 
and the preternaturally tight band— Spencer, drummer 
Russell Simins, and guitarist Judah Bauer— brought 
an edgy intensity to favorites like "Afro," "Flavor," and 
the new single "2 Kindsa Love." When the light was 
right, you could actually see the "sweat of the Blues 
Explosion" fly off their foreheads like a Dan Clowes 
cartoon; Spencer invoked both Elvis-the-pelvis and 
the Godfather of Soul, and, as a finale, embraced 
Simins so hard the trapsman fell off his stool. It was 
visceral, it was entertaining. So why did the performance 
seem so empty? 

Perhaps it was the aftershocks of Atari Teenage 



Riot, the genre-freaking support act. Like Minor Threat 
with a drum machine, the Teutonic mixed-race/gender 
group set hardcore guitar samples to 200 b.p.m. 
junglist grooves and scorched-throat vocals about 
hunting down neo-Nazis, lyrics grounded in personal 
run-ins with the big black boot. In another context, 
such trad/rad lyrics might seem like typical 
coffeehouse calls-to-arms; but in this sonic maelstrom 
they relayed the kind of irony-proof possibility that 
still leaves people bemoaning the demise of punk and 
Public Enemy. 

Spencer himself may finally be hip to the half-life of 
a groovyhatefuck; songs from his latest album, Now / 
Got Worry, conflate parody and true appreciation, 
verging on saying something sincere. But, like a 
gangsta, he just can't blow that cool pose. Could he 
be an O.G. after all? sia michel 




311 

The Warfield 
San Francisco 
December 12, 1996 

Along with their crossbred comrades No Doubt, 31 1's 
the low-cal alternative to high seriousness: swinging 
where Rage Against the Machine plods, buoyed by a 
defiant mindlessness ("Play some Pachinko, play some 
Parcheesi / 'Cause all that angst shit is just cheesy," 
goes the anti-depth rant "Misdirected Hostility"), and 
fronted by a lead singer who hasn't had another 
thought since his original realization that grunge, hip- 
hop, dancehall, and reggae weren't subcultures but 
different sections of the record store. When Nick 
Hexum relives the release that breakthrough offered 
him, like the bite from "It Takes Two" in "Hive," he's 
surf music for today— perfect mindless pop. 

Mercifully short on faux-homeboy posturing (I 
didn't catch any aw yeans and only a few yos), 311, 
who used to call Omaha home, proved live that you 
can take the band off the farm, but you can't take the 
farm off the band, with a bass solo, several guitar 
solos, and yes, a drum solo where everyone else left 
the stage, like it was 1974 or something. Frontmen 
Hexum and rapper/DJ SA Martinez possess a total of 



three semi-dope hand gestures, though when everyone 
jumped up and down at once it inadvertently hit the 
group's vibe— less musical than aerobic, like a 
StairMaster's steady churn. Which was entirely 
appropriate, since the crowd, heavy on clean-cut 
fraternity burl, was ready for a workout. 

Yet even the sweaty guys in baseball caps doing 
that rap-with-your-arms thing seemed to sense at 
some point that the show wasn't building up any 
momentum. With blasting funk workouts succeeding 
slower ones, and on and on till the break of dawn, or 
11 RM., the concert was like one long 311 song. Since 
the group prefers boasting to tale telling, indifferently 
drowns good moments in a sea of dull ones, and 
breaks things up only for the occasional political 
gesture — pot good, guns bad— there isn't much for live 
performance to add. By the time "Down" rolled along, 
an uneventful two-thirds through, the tell-tale 
emptiness of low-cal pop had set in: The longer the 
show lasted, the less satisfying it got. 

Hexum called "Do You Right" a "happy slam-dance 
song," then the band closed the set with the oldies 
"Fat Chance"— whose chorus goes "Fuck the bullshit / 
It's time to throw down"— and "Freak Out." It was as 
close to a manifesto as we were going to get. That's all 
311 knows, and apparently all they need to know. 

JESSE BERRETT 
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Canal and the River Dodder to form a basin that feeds the city's industrial 
mills. Ireland's famous green finds no foothold here; this is a place not of 
poets but of forgotten laborers. Few new buildings warm the landscape. 
Our passage lies between two of them: Hanover Studios, which looks like a 
displaced beach house with its whitewashed wood and big windows, and 
the cheerily imposing condominium that houses Windmill Lane. 

The members of U2 trek from studio to studio several times a day, work- 
ing on their new album, Pop. Before the Edge's 35th birthday a few days 
ago, they traveled these 25 yards by car or foot across a nearby bridge — 
not much of a trip, until you factor in the inevitable pack of tourists waiting 
outside for snapshots. This raft, a gift to U2's guitarist from the recording 
crew, allows for discreet escapes. It also offers Bono, whose scruffy red- 
dish hair and stocky workingman's body make him look like the type of 
Irishman who could have made a life hauling cod off boats, a chance to 
play the salt. 

Trying on personae is one of Bono's favorite activities, and our brief 
encounter with the waves allows him to run through a few. As Clayton navi- 
gates, Bono sings. He bellows, really — improvised arias, "Michael Row the 
Boat Ashore," whatever seems to suit our watery environs. "Ahoy!" he 
shouts toward the lit apartments of the condominium, nearly tipping us into 
the dank water. "Maybe we should use the motor," Clayton suggests. "Ah, 
we're almost there," Bono replies. A handful of stars glow in the indigo sky. 
"I love the sea life!" he declares, and for a moment it seems like he might 
take hold and steer the raft downriver, following the Liffey toward the soft 
mouth of the Irish Sea. 

As much as he might like to let the current pull him toward some new 
adventure, Bono stays on course. This moonlit interlude can be no 
more than that. He and Clayton are in the middle of a recording session, 
and DJ Howie B.. renowned captain of the U.K.'s rapid-growth ambient- 
electronic music scene, awaits them in one of the Windmill Lane studios. 
We secure the dinghy to the cement bank and climb up into a parking 
lot. Jumping the security gate, we ascend three flights of stairs and 
enter the messy den where Howie stages his unending psychedelic show. 



"Hanover is the daytime," Bono whispers to me, "but Windmill Lane is 
the night." Four or five overlapping light projections fill the walls, geometric 
shapes in Day-Glo green and orange and pink. Howie, a dark Scottish imp 
in a striped soccer jersey, stands at the gigantic console, fiddling with his 
latest version of U2's soon-to-be-released single, "Discotheque." The sweet 
smell of hashish tickles our nostrils. Clayton plops down on the couch and 
rolls his own herbally enhanced cigarette. Bono asks the second engineer 
for a glass of red wine. 

"It's magic," says Howie of the sound flowing out of the room's speakers. 
Howie thinks a lot of things are magic, including his current role as what 
drummer Larry Mullen, Jr., calls U2's "disco guru." A manically prolific 
ambient music constructionist who's made albums under his own name 
and as Spacelab, as well as remixed cuts by such genre-busters as Every- 
thing but the Girl and Bjork, Howie's been ensconced in Windmill Lane 
since early on in the recording process, serving as a trusted gauge of 
what's wicked and what's washed up as U2 forge their allegiance with this 
still-forming sonic universe. 

Right now, as Howie hears it, nothing's more magical than Clayton's 
bass line, which anchors the direction of the "Discotheque" remix (produc- 
ers David Morales, Steve Osborne, and David Holmes have also crafted 
mixes of "Discotheque"). Clayton takes in the praise from a dim corner of 
the couch, his sleepy smile taking on a bit of a glow. "Discotheque" 's pulse 
bubbles up and fills the room; Edge's wah-wah guitar does the bump with 
Clayton's popcorn bass line and spars with Mullen's manic disco drumbeat. 
The double-tracked vocal captures a sleazy blend of seduction and dis- 
gust. Bono, drawn in, wants more. "Let me redo the middle part," he says, 
cajoling. Howie doesn't need much persuasion. He cues up the tape. 
"Ready to go," he announces. 

"When we do it live, I want to put 'Love to Love You Baby' in here," Bono 
says slyly as he begins. "Discotheque "s throb builds. Invoking Donna 
Summer sets Bono off, and as he riffs on the phrase "You've got heaven in 
your heart" his moans grow sultry, woozy. He ends the repetition with a 
twisted, choked falsetto note, then plunges into a growling rap about all the 
forces that can enslave a man. Meanwhile, Howie's shift- 
ing the levels, matching Clayton's bass to the tenor of 
Bono's words. Finally, the music sweeps over Bono's 
vocal, and the track ends. Bono falls back into the couch. 
"Magic," Howie proclaims. 



it 




When Clayton and Bono row me across the river, it 

is August. Pop should be finished any day now. Yet the 
band, Howie, and producer Flood remain submerged in 
12-hour recording sessions that have so far produced 
fewer than five complete songs, island, U2's label, is dis- 
creetly champing at the bit; the veteran crew at Principle 
Management simply shrugs its collective shoulders every 
morning. "Nearly all the records have been finished in a 
spirit of crisis," explains Paul McGuinness, U2's manager 
for nearly 20 years and the group's unofficial fifth mem- 
ber. "Maybe that's good. Maybe it's necessary. You can 
see how hard they're fighting for this record." 

While Bono and Clayton submit to disco delirium across 
the river, the goings-on at Hanover prove the aptness of 
McGuinness's words. As Mullen watches Winston Churchill 
on TV, Edge and Flood try again and again to capture the 
ideal guitar part for a track called "Gone." "I've just got to 
come up with a mix that's emotional and heartfelt, eco- 
nomical and clear," mutters Rood, longtime U2 engineer- 
turned-head honcho, his ever-radiant smile hardly hiding 
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his frustration. In bomber jacket and wire rims, the 
renowned producer of PJ Harvey and Nick Cave looks 
like a computer nerd trying to hack the perfect code. Edge, 
patient as a farmer, sits in a straight-backed chair; he's 
always willing to try again. At any rate, neither man will set- 
tle. They'll be here another two hours; several weeks later, 
they'll trash the track entirely and rebuild it from its core. 






Though a summer-camp playfulness pervades U2's work environments, 
with their many comfortable lounging areas, kitchens well-stocked with 
cookies, caffeine, and alcohol, and a catering staff providing nightly three- 
entree meals, the mood within the studios themselves can often grow as 
stern as an SAT testing room. U2 do not permit supermodels to drape 
themselves attractively over the engineering boards; they do not take long 
lunches with visiting Hollywood stars. Sometimes on Thursdays — Pie Day, 
because the caterers offer crusty shepherd's tarts that night — they'll drop 
by the Kitchen, the bar in the basement of the Clarence Hotel, for a 2 A.M. 
beer. Other than that, what they do is work. 

"There's none of that naughty-boy syndrome, where musicians just skip 
out for the day," reports Flood. 

"No, there's no skipping," Howie concurs. "Edge does go to his cooking 
classes, though. Every Monday afternoon at 4 o'clock." 

Edge's interest in souffles aside, the Pop sessions show U2 making 
music with even more intensity than usual. The extra pressure comes from 
the band's determination to break once and for all from the style that made 
them famous. In the 1980s U2 invented the modern-rock sound that many 
Alternative Nation bands, from Live to Stabbing Westward, still steal from — 
big guitars, earnest vocals, wide open spaces in every song. But since 



an insult to anyone who understands the value of a good hip shake. "Is 
something authentic because it's in runners and a plaid shirt?" he fumes. 
"Is it authentic because it has no ambition? If that's the case, give me some 
fucking plastic pants, and quickly." 

That's easy for Bono to say now, after spending the '90s wearing nearly 
nothing but vinyl. But at the end of the '80s, U2 was the very band he's just 
derided. The gigantic sound and transcendent imagery that made them 
postpunk's ultimate rock heroes collapsed with the commercial and artistic 
failure of 1988's documentary film and double-album soundtrack, Rattle 
and Hum, which made them look like minstrels and fools. 

The new U2 began with Achtung Baby. Recording that album, in Berlin 
with Eno at the helm and Flood manning the engineer's board, transformed 
U2; they went on to mount one of the most ambitious tours in rock history: 
the Brechtian media frenzy Zoo TV. Then they made Zooropa, an album 
sexed up with an electronic shimmer and rife with images of a future lived 
through holographic billboards and crashed cars. Zooropa took U2 as far 
from the monastic mysticism of The Joshua Tree as they could go. It freed 
U2 from itself. 

The next step was for its individual members to free themselves from U2 
for a while. They took a year off after completing the Zooropa tour in 1993. 
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1990, the Band of the '80s has been tunneling away from that sound. The 
retreat was inspired, partly, by what rock became after it went "alternative." 
Bono hates that category, and has scornful words for the artists who fall 
under its mantle. He decries their glamorization of heroin ("talk about 
pseudoreligious") and their smug antifashion attitude. Most of all, he con- 
demns the notion of a certain brand of raw rock as the music's only authentic 
form. He considers this "particularly male white Anglo-Saxon aspect" to be 



"It was the first long break U2 ever had," says Clayton. "We'd worked for 
14 years straight." He spent most of the next 12 months in New York City, 
studying music and getting his head together after the tour's excesses. 
(These days, Clayton orders Club Orange sodas in bars and, besides a little 
smoke now and then, is substance-free.) Mullen, too, recharged his batter- 
ies in New York, then returned home to Dublin to prepare for fatherhood; 
his longtime companion, Ann Aecheson, gave birth to a baby boy in May 
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of the Mission: Impossible theme, would have to figure out 
how to translate the lessons they'd learned from those cold 
machines into the warm language of U2's rock'n'roll. To aid 
them in fusing rock's aggressiveness with dance music's 
wide musical and emotional range, U2 gathered a top-notch 
group of musical talents: Flood, Howie B. Soul II Soul 
grandmaster Nellee Hooper, and Steve Osborne of the 
British electronic duo Perfecto offered a virtual living ency- 
clopedia of current studio trends. 

All of which might have simply served the dilettantish 
whims of a veteran rock band trying to stay fresh if U2 were 
not pursuing a more profound goal with Pop. Having re- 
freshed their rock sound with dance elements and synthe- 
sized flourishes, the band now wants to enact a true fusion of 
the two often-warring genres. "We're trying to find the access 
point connecting lots of different music," says Clayton. 
"We're actually trying to make a kind of music that doesn't 
exist yet," adds Bono. "That is a terrifying place to be." 

The '90s house-techno-ambient evolution proved to be an 
ideal conduit for U2s new ambition. Steeped in the black- 
music history they'd already been exploring on Rattle and 
Hum, the new dance music was spiritual and iconoclastic, 
aggressive and sexy. The contradictions that classic rock 
had imposed between mind and body, black and white, tra- 
dition and innovation — contradictions that had ultimately 
entrapped U2 — fell apart in the wash of sample-happy syn- 
cretism. With Pop, U2 hoped to match that music's ferment 
of dizziness, humor, love, corruption, sex, surrender, pain. 
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1996. Edge nurtured a new relationship with Morleigh Steinberg, the Los 
Angeles-based choreographer who was the "Mysterious Ways" belly 
dancer on the outdoor leg of the Zoo TV Tour. Bono spent time with his 
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wife, Ali, and their two daughters, but also 
hopped around the globe, collaborating 
with fellow one-name wonders like Sinatra 
and Pavarotti. 

Finally, bit by bit, U2's foursome started 
to want to be a band again. "Without really 
discussing it much," says Clayton, "we 
realized we were all listening to the same 
music." The druggy, atmospheric soul 
trances of Portishead, Tricky, and Massive 
Attack, then sweeping Europe and seeping 
into the corners of America, had captivated 
all four players. Reunited in London in the 
fall of 1994 and calling themselves the Pas- 
sengers, U2 and producer Brian Eno 
explored these new avenues. Ambient in 
the good and bad senses — sometimes 
haunting, often barely there — the Passen- 
gers album Original Soundtracks 1 let the 
band get loose in a way they'd never 
allowed themselves before. But it definitely didn't cut it as the newest U2 
breakthrough. "I don't like that record," says the famously frank Mullen. 

To carry the band to another level, Pop would have to offer more than 
just mood. For Edge, this has meant establishing a new relationship with 
the guitar, taking into account the mind-altering noises being made by 
bands who'd rejected the instrument. "The sounds that a guitar is capable 
of creating are at this point cliche," he insists. "The challenge is to find 
things you can do with the instrument that are not already used up." Clayton 
and Mullen, who'd taken on the synth-rock challenge with their 1996 update 



"We wanted to make a record," Bono concludes, "that would 
actually feel like your life." 



As they sprawl around Hanover's extra-long pine dinner table at the 

beginning of another arduous night, the only hint of U2's self-conception as 
a team fighting a mighty battle is the uniformity of their haircuts. Three of the 

four (the classically cut Mullen is the 
exception) wear the barely-there 
Trainspotting do currently fashion- 
able among British clubgoers. The 




effect differs on each one: Bono 
seems more rugged, older; Clayton, 
brashly chic due to his Warholian 
tint; Edge, surprisingly hatless, looks 
like a rock'n'roll Captain Picard. It's 
weird that these men, known for 
refusing trends, would all give in to 
such an obvious one. But in the 
context of the recording sessions, 
the common style reads like a 
shared commitment to change. 

"They're egoless," says Flood. 
"You don't find many bands where 
that's true for all the members. 
They're trying to achieve something 
that sounds like them, but in a 
whole new way. And as Bono puts 
it, good is not good enough. They're 
only after greatness." 
Most rock stars indulge in ways that have to do with their lower 
impulses, grabbing as much sex or money or sycophancy as they can get. 
U2 indulges in another way — by feeding their hunger as artists. "People 
find it hard to accept artists working above their station," says Edge. "But 
the most interesting stuff comes from people doing things they shouldn't 
really be doing, acting outside of the boundaries of convention. I'm not in 
the least bit apologetic if people think we're pretentious." 

U2 have always acted more like artists than rockers, even down to the 
famous pals they've made in recent years. Novelist Salman Rushdie is a 



Satan is surreal: Bono as MacPhisto during the Zoo TV Tour. 
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well-known U2 fan and friend. Luciano Pavarotti invited the group to his 
annual charity concert in Modena, Italy, and subsequently appeared on the 
Passengers' semi-hit, "Miss Sarajevo," adding an aria that lifted the song to 
another level of grace. And filmmaker Wim Wenders, a longtime companero 
of Bono's, is currently working on a production deal for a science-fiction 
film, The Billion Dollar Hotel, based on a Bono concept about a group of 
outcasts who populate a futuristic Los Angeles flophouse. 

U2's members see their associations with such notables as an antidote 
to the soul-draining boredom of the average rock scene. "Personally speak- 
ing, I don't really like hanging out with musicians," Clayton admits. "It's 
just.. .it's hard to really talk about anything. Sitting and talking about Peavey 
amps is not my thing." But artists are not the only answer to this ennui. Per- 
haps Clayton, who spent several months of 1994 engaged to supermodel 
Naomi Campbell and remains the only romantically unattached member of 
the band, prefers that old-fashioned gentleman's pursuit — the company of 
beautiful women? He smiles. "That's always fun. If you can't find intellectual 
conversation, that will do." 

Clayton's dalliance with Campbell seriously increased U2's fabulousity 
quotient, as the English fashion princess began carting her friends (notably 
Christy Turlington and Helena Christensen) around the globe to catch Zoo 
TV concerts. It's pretty standard rock star behavior, hanging out with mod- 
els, but U2 very publicly approached it as high camp, as if they were doing 
it for intellectual, not libidinal, reasons. It was all part of the band's switch 
from over-the-top sincerity to ultravivid irony. 

"I used to find it uncomfortable to be around a lot of things," says Bono. 
"Then I found these goggles. I put them on and I found that I could go any- 
where." The goggles were part of his getup as the Fly, one of his Zoo 
TV costumes', they were also imaginary shields that kept him from seeing 
the jet-set scene U2 entered into as anything but a giant game. Edge, also, 
tried to avoid too much entanglement. "It was really fun and good," he 
says. "But I also was aware that something that started off as being very 
ironic had the possibility of turning around and biting us if we weren't careful." 



More than his bandmates, Bono's taken that risk by playing ambassador 
to the stars, showing up at Cannes or behind the bar at the hottest new 
Soho nightspot. But he claims he'd never want to get stuck in the in crowd. 
"I hang out with every set," he says. "Anyone will tell you that. From the 
penthouse to not just the pavement but under the pavement. I'll go any- 
where there's an idea hatching or a great party being thrown." 

"Bono has an acute sense of how trends are evolving," says Wenders, 
"of what people need, and what people feel." 

There's a line in the Pop song "Miami" that captures Bono's longing for 
both excitement and protection: "We could make something beautiful," he 
sings, "something that wouldn't be a problem." In the Joshua Tree days 
and before, any encounters with what a Christian would call temptation 
posed a problem, not only for U2's souls but for their image. Partaking of 
the usual perks of the rock superstardom would make the band seem hyp- 
ocritical. "We always had girls sleeping in our rooms, but we never consid- 
ered them groupies," says Bono. "Our female fans would show up with Sid- 
dhartha under their arms, and they'd want to talk." 

Such oddly chaste behavior stemmed, in large part, from U2's reputation 
as spiritual seekers. Edge, Mullen, and Bono once belonged to a funda- 
mentalist Christian commune (Clayton, forever secular, sidestepped that 
phase), and every album has contained its smattering, small or large, of 
Jesus imagery. The chime of Edge's guitar, coupled with Bono's striving 
wails, formed a sound that aimed heavenward: all head and heart, no hips. 
It's no coincidence that the band's fascination with '70s soul and '90s 
dance music coincided with a dive into life's carnal joys and perils. "The 
challenge for us is to factor our spirituality into the mix along with our sexu- 
ality," says Edge. 

On Pop, Bono's lyrics still address spiritual matters, but instead of the 
heartfelt yet sometimes ponderous pronouncement of albums past, his 
phrases can now elude linear comprehension. They're like little shards of 
theology thrown out above the din. In "Wake Up Dead Man," Bono calls for 
Jesus's return, sounding like a drunk calling for another whisky, and trying 
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to remember how got to this terrible place: "If there's an 
order / In all of this disorder / Is it like a tape recorder / Can 
we rewind it just once more?" He answers himself in "If God 
Will Send His Angels," a bitter refrain that seems to sink into 
disbelief — "Nobody else here, baby / No one else here to 
blame" — to make the point that only human actions can 
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solve earthly problems, divine presence or none. Even on a 
song as seemingly hedonistic as "Playboy Mansion," Bono 
returns to matters of the soul's survival in this secular world. 
"Then will there be no time of sorrow / Then will there be no 
time for shame," he sings, a psalmist dreaming of rapture in 
a consumer's paradise. 

"I enjoy the test of trying to keep hold of what's sacred, 
and still being awake, walking around, breaking through the 
plate glass window," says Bono. "It's one thing being in that 
holy huddle; it's another thing taking yourself out there into 
the world." 

The Clarence Hotel was built in 1852 at 6-8 Wellington 

Quay, in the heart of the neighborhood known as Temple Bar. 
For years it served as a humble stopping point for rural folk and 
visitors from the rougher North side of the Liffey. As kids, Bono 
and Edge (then Paul Hewson and Dave Evans, respectively) 
frequented the hotel's bar, where they could nab an illicit pint 
of Guinness. They were students together at Mount Temple, 
a progressive high school on the outskirts of town, just starting 
to fool around with the idea of a band. "For us the Clarence 
was a like a secret place," Edge recalls. "The people who used 
to go there were priests and judges from across the road." 
It's not likely that you'll see many men of the cloth 
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next door. I'm the 
baddest rebounder 
this same has seen. 

And my body? 
Ifs a temple and milk 
is the drink of the 
gods. Three glasses 

a day give the 
average man all the 
calcium he needs. 
Maybe I should 
drink six. 
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Where's your mustache?" 
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The horror: Marilyn Manson. from 
left. Ginger Fish, Zim Zum, 

Twiggy Ramirez, Marilyn Manson, 
and Madonna Wayne Gacy. 





Hell might be for children, but on this 
particular Halloween, Asbury Park, New 
Jersey, is running a close second. A derelict 
seaside resort an hour's drive fro/n New York 
City, this string of boarded-up corn dog 
stands and wasted art-nouveau theaters is 
as good a setting as any to wait out the end 
of a millennium. 

It's 2 PM., a scant 27,754 hours before the 
turn of the century, and I'm idling behind a 
convoy of soccer moms in Volvo station 
wagons, their kids anxious to shed the 'rents 
and greet their fellow Marilyn Manson 
fanatics. The band's legion of Goth-come- 
latelies, a.k.a. "Spooky Kids," are dressed 
to impress, attired, Trekkie-style. after 
i a favorite band member. In line in front of me, 
a carload of litt^ Twig'gys, dressfed in 
the-bassist's'soiled tartan ^skirt and pigtails, 
bid Mom a grudging farewell andrush to 
the box office. Onithe curb'Beside them, a 
- wee Pogo strokes^his} p.each-fuzz Fu 
Manchu.'A pair of Wla^lyn Mansons lean 
* — against the 'tour bus. 

If Asbury Pa/k is the picture" of- an old 
leisure establishment fH5j|ecay, then Marilyn 
Manso/i — Manson, bassist Jwiggy Ramirez, 
keyboardist Madonna Wayne Gacy (alias 
Pogo), drummer Ginger Fish, and new gui- 
tarist Zim Zum — are just the opposite, decay 
turned into leisure. Manson s mad concoction 
of shock theater. Nine Inch Nails-derived 
techno-Goth, aid Satan-inspired daily affir- 
mations have found their mark icTthe vast, 
bepimpled v ear\of adolescent T^merica. 



bDOOkv shit in the lanoble tradition ot Alice 




Cooper, Glenn Danzig, and Chitty Chitty — — 4- 
Bang Bang, the band's second full-length ...f 
release. Antichrist Superstar, arrived orUhe * )^ 
Billboard Top 200 at .No. 3. MTV loves Marl*' 
son, as does director-David Lynch, who cast . 
him as a seedy porno star in his newjjhiwiosf ' 
Hiahwav. Conservative watchdoas Bill okr\- 



self. he-'s pleased to be of service^ "There's* 
so rrtany people who wouldn't eveo have a 

yro fool 



job if they didn't have a bad guy 
around with." > 

- . * 
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Like many kids, Marilyn Manson, ne Brian Warner, discovered the 

escapism of rock at a Sunday-school backmasking lecture. He found all 
his future idols there: Kiss, Alice Cooper, the Beatles, David Bowie. "When 
they said, 'You shouldn't listen to this,' " recalls Manson, "I wanted to 
know why." 

Born to a working-class family in Canton, Ohio, Manson suffered a typi- 
cally awkward Christian-school youth. "I didn't have a good time," he 
winces. "I had bad acne. I was really skinny. The jock kids loved to beat the 
shit out of me. I didn't have a clique to fit into. That's probably why I relate 
to my fans so much." 

Sunday schoqj^lso skewed Manson against Christian authority. Still, 
for a would-be Satan, Manson can be downright righteous. "People are 
very surprised to hear me say that a lot of my 
values are Christian values," says the Bible- 
quoting Manson, whose own twist on "love thy 
neighbor" adds the conditional "unless they 
deserve to be destroyed." "I think that's part of 
my shock. I just don't like the way that Chris- 
tianity combined with the influence of television 
has bred a nation of weakness." 

The standard-bearer of moral "weakness" for 
Manson was his own grandfather, whose taste 
for enemas, bestial porn, and toy trains left deep 
scars. "He had this train set in his basement," 
remembers Manson, "and whenever he turned it 
on, it was to mask the sound of his masturbat- 
ing. I would tell my parents, but nobody believed 
me. He was the one who convinced me that 
things that were supposed to be pure and Ameri- 
can were not." 

Manson split the hypocrisy of home for Fort 
Lauderdale, Florida, at 1 8, for a college track in 
journalism. In 1990, he met guitarist Daisy 
Berkowitz, and the two founded Marilyn Manson 
and the Spooky Kids, a drum machine-driven 
four-piece performance-art group. When Nine 
Inch Nails was on a club tour of Florida, Manson 
interviewed Trent Reznor for his college newspa- 
per and they exchanged phone numbers. A few 
slots opening for NIN followed. Later that year, 
Manson got a call from Reznor: "Trent called me 
just after his Broken album was finished and 
asked if I wanted to be in a NIN video," Manson 
says, still relishing his stroke of good fortune. 
"We went to the Sharon Tate house for the 
shoot, and while I was there, he told me he 
wanted us to be the first band on his new label." 

The band's first album, Portrait of an Ameri- 
can Family, and breakthrough EP, Smells Like 
Children, had aspirations about as low as 
Grandpa Manson's: a little shock schmaltz, a 
few coy jabs at tabloid culture, and a cheesy 
Eurythmics cover. Manson had grander, nastier 
ideas, but they needed more stately mansions 
than the band alone could build. With Reznor 
(a coproducer of all the band's material) taking 
a more active role. Antichrist Superstar is the fulfillment of the band's 
operatic promise. 

On Antichrist, Reznor bigs up the Manson like he's remixing the 
Nibelungenlied, downspiraling dense horror-rock through a riotous digital 
din. "I wanted to show that the band had some scope, that it wasn't all 
guitar-bass-drums," Reznor says. "If you make a whole album of 200 
b.p.m. songs, after about three minutes, it's not scary anymore." The 
result is a well-paced, organic, and yes, scary concept album that casts 
Manson as a lowly worm who becomes a rock'n'roll Antichrist and 
destroys the world. For Manson, the album appeals to "the element of 
everybody's personality that is nihilistic and hopeless, and decides that, 
rather than come to a solution [to the world's problems], things should be 
brought to an end." 



But the Antichrist isn't such a Gloomy Gus after all. The "up" side to 
Manson is a downright sunny call for kids to reject Christianity and "be 
their own gods." It's a philosophy that, unfortunately, takes its cues from 
Satanism and Nietzsche. "Satanism," says Manson, "if it was packaged dif- 
ferently..." It would be Scientology? "Yeah, exactly." Manson believes his 
fans are "selling their souls to themselves. They're forming their own values 
and their own morals based on what makes them happy, not on what 
makes their parents happy." Which makes him — what? — Kids Are People 
Too in a bodice and jackboots? 
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"Satanism," 
sars Manson, "if it 
was packacjEd 
diff Ef EntlY..." it 
would bE 
sciEntolocjY? 
"YEah, Exactly." 



It's nearly 11:00 P.M. at the Asbury Park Theater and the crowd is so 

wound-up, they could mosh to Charlie and the Chocolate Factory. And 
that's just what they do. When the familiar bal- 
loon of the Oompa-Loompa theme springs from 
the P.A., signaling the Reverend's arrival, the 
joint erupts. Manson still looks a little ill at ease 
from a bomb threat that delayed the show 
some two hours, but makes no reference to it 
until late in the set. As the band bashes out the 
last measures of "Tourniquet" — one of the 
keenest measures of teen worthlessness since 
Alice Cooper's "I'm Eighteen" — Manson's mind 
is on the bomb: "How many of you came here 
to see me die tonight?" The crowd, not quite 
getting it, responds in the affirmative. Manson 
looks bummed, but all this ties in nicely with 
his messiah trip. "No matter how much they 
love you, they want a tragedy," he says later. 

Marilyn Manson, philosopher? No, worse. Try 
preacher. The scariest moment of the night — 
scarier, in some ways, than the bomb threat — is 
the church revival/Nazi rally that accompanies 
"Antichrist Superstar," the fist-pumper that sig- 
nals the Antichrist's ascension. The lights come 
up to a nervous martial beat, and illuminate a 
massive pulpit draped in the Antichrist's 
emblem, a swastika-fied variation on the electric- 
shock warning symbol. Dressed in a Swaggart- 
cut leisure suit, twitching like an Eva Peron 
marionette, Manson leads his band through a 
totalitarian slapstick routine that's equal parts 
tele-evangelist, statesman, and rock star. His 
reich'n'roll is a little Kampf and a little camp, 
recycling agit-props from Pink Floyd's bong clas- 
sic The Wall, Charlie Chaplin's The Great Dicta- 
tor, and Leni Riefenstahl's Triumph of the Will. 

The routine is a scathing parody and a sin- 
cere scare, both. Regrettably, Manson is ill- 
equipped or unwilling to resolve the contradic- 
tion. "It's the study of how people make 
rock'n'roll totalitarian," says Manson, waxing 
academic. "But it's also a call to arms. It's a pep 
rally for the apocalypse." This is the scary part 
of Manson, and of rock at large: For all its 
promise of individual rebellion, "think for your- 
self" is not a message that goes platinum. But 
try telling that that to the little Mansons camped out by the tour bus. 



Early the next morning the bomb still hasn't exploded, and, despite 

radio broadcasts to the contrary, Manson is still ticking. We're sitting in the 
suite atop the Berkeley Carteret Hotel, in the same room that Johnny Cash 
used decades ago, and Manson is looking more like Brian Warner than I've 
ever seen him. "There's days when I'd love for everybody to realize that 
things have gone too far, and that we need to be born again so that we can 
appreciate the little things." Manson pauses to look at the television that is 
always on, even when he sleeps. "Then there's other days when I think the 
world deserves to be destroyed. Why should I help anybody? Everybody's 
stepped on me my whole life. I've put on this crown," he sighs, "but I'm not 
sure if I want it." • 
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One-time electronic-music 
evangelist Moby has. 
converted-to alternative 
rock. Talk abouttoad 

c Weisbard. 
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SPIN: What on earth were you thinking, making a rock record? 
Moby: On a very simple level, my interest in electronic and 
dance music has really waned; it's all just become musical 
wallpaper. I occasionally go to a nightclub and hear jungle 
or drum'n'bass, but it doesn't induce in me the sort of 
manic pop thrill that I get when I hear a great rock record 
on the radio. 

Don't you find it ironic that the moment you're 
moving toward rock is the moment where there's 
more disaffection with rock than we've seen in 
years, and more interest in electronic music? 

It's extremely ironic that I'd go and make a rock 
record. And not just a rock record but a really 
obscure rock record. Not to be too arrogant or any- 
thing, but I think Animal Rights is one of the more 
remarkable records made in a long time. But I don't 
expect too many people to get it. Not that it's too 
sophisticated or complicated; it's just not in the genre 
that people are interested in right now. 
You've spent years mastering electronic music. Is it 
possible you'll always be really good at that, and 
never as good at rock? 

I've always done different types of music. Even now, I still 
make electronic dance music. At the same time that I was mak- 
ing Animal Rights, I was doing the Voodoo Child record, which 
was a really quiet electronic record, and I was making house 
records under different names: Lopez, DJ Cake, and Mario and 
Roberto Sorrenti. Just for fun— like to sell a thousand copies of a 
12" here. It's not like one day I was a dance artist and then a rock 
artist. I mean, Everything Is Wrong was a pretty eclectic record. 
If your rock career fails, you could always make a living 
as a remixer. 

Though a lot of times when I do remixes, I set up trade situa- 
tions rather than get paid for them. Like Billy Corgan owes 
me a mix of one of my songs; so do Soundgarden. When the 
guys in Soundgarden asked me to do a mix for them, I sent 
them three, and I was talking to Chris [Cornell] and Kim 
[Thayil], and they didn't understand that they owned them. 
They said, "We really like the mixes you did for us. What are 
you going to do with them?" And I said, "Well, they're yours." 
And they're like, "What do you mean? You made them." I was 
like, "No. It's your song. I just remixed it." And they said, "But it 
doesn't sound anything like the original." 
Speaking of Soundgarden, you just finished a tour open- 
ing for them. What do you do to pump yourself up for that 
kind of a crowd? 

It can be difficult to get emotionally involved in music every single 
night, so I'd do some method-acting tricks that I knew would trigger 
strong emotional responses. Like I'd imagine my ex-girlfriend 
having sex with a new boyfriend. Maybe do irreparable psy 
chological damage in the process. 





Why the nailed-to-a-cross imagery in 
your live shows? What religious denomi- 
nation are you? 
I'm religious in the sense that when I look at 
the universe, the scope, the vastness, the 
intricacy indicates a creator to me, on 
some level. And in Christ I recognize the 
| best understanding of the human condi- 
tion that I've ever encountered. My Chris- 
tianity is based solely on Christ and not on 
the church, not on Christian culture. 
Do you ever find yourself offended 
when you hang out with other rockers? 
f No. Hedonism doesn't offend me. Degener- 
< acy doesn't offend me. People ask me: As a 
Christian, how do you feel about the de- 
generacy of dance culture or of rock culture? 
As a human being, I find corporate and con- 
sumer culture to be way more degenerate and 
unhealthy than any sort of rock'n'roll hedonism. I 
like the chaotic rock'n'roll side of things. 
Are you comfortable in the rock scene? 
More so than in the dance scene. Rock musicians 
and people in the rock world tend to be a little 
brighter than people in the dance world. The 
dance community is pretty myopic. It's focused on 
dance culture, and that's it. The clothes, the drugs, 
the clubs. No interests beyond that, except for 
a dilettantish interest in some New Age stuff. 
Has there really been as much anger 
aimed at you from inside the electronic 
community as I've read about? 
L Oh, yeah. I'm an utter pariah. You can't 
^ name an electronic artist that hasn't 
B said something bad about me. Left- 
| field, Orbital, Prodigy, Chemical Broth- 

ers, Underworld. Actually, the guys 
in Underworld didn't really indulge in 
it. But they're my friends. 
What's your next incarnation? 
There is a movie being made now with Patricia 
Arquette, and they wanted me to come and be 
the music guy. That's actually my title, I in- 
vented it myself, "Music Guy," because nor- 
mally in movies, it's all very compartmentalized. 
You have one person who picks the bands, one 
person who produces the songs, one person 
who writes the songs, and then one person who 
writes the score. And i am sort of all of that. 
It's a megalomaniac's dream come true. 
And megalomania is something I definitely do not 
have in short supply. » 
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sixth grade on, hip-hop was everything to me." 
Even personal remembrances, like visits with his 
father in the Bay Area after his parents divorced, 
are now hip-hop references: "I'd watch these 
video shows over at his house and I'll never for- 
get seeing a low-budget commercial for UTFO, 
the Real Roxanne, and Rock Master Scott & the 
Dynamic 3." 

Commiserating with his best friend Stan 
(a.k.a. Eighth Wonder, who illustrated his first 
recorded efforts), Shadow immersed himself in 
hip-hop lore, idolizing Afrika Bambaataa from 
afar. "It was his whole paradigm of no genre 
boundaries, playing Kraftwerk next to James 
Brown next to a children's record. That's why 




without having to conform," says Davey "D" 
Cook, host and former host, respectively, of 
influential shows on KPFA and KALX. 

For instance, the gangsta-rap businessmen — 
Too Short, E-40, Master P — have sold hundreds 
of thousands of tapes and CDs independently 
through savvy street-promotion hustle. "It's cre- 
ated this whole cottage industry that's like, 'Fuck 
the major labels, let them come to us,' " says Billy 
"Jam" Kiernan, a 40-ish Irishman who played 
punk rock on college radio before becoming a 
Bay Area hip-hop firebrand in the mid-'80s. But 
there's also room for artistic innovators — Digital 
Underground, Hieroglyphics (a high-minded talent 
pool comprising Souls of Mischief, Del tha Funkee 
Homosapien, Casual, Extra Prolific), and the Coup. 
Although Digital Underground humpty-schlumped 
away from Tommy Boy this past year, they also 
released the biting, wacky Future Rhythm for the 
indie label Critique. And Hieroglyphics, variously 
signed to Jive and Elektra, plan to release an 



Blackalicious the soulful seekers, Shadow the 
bedroom obsessive, Lyrics Born the drawling 
eccentric, Lateef the anxious thinker. "Every- 
body's from different worlds, and that can't 
help but broaden your horizons, both personally 
and artistically," says Mosley. The label's first 
album, Latyrx, combines Lateef's muezzin-call 
intensity with Lyrics Born's alternately moving 
and absurdist flights to create a unique mingling 
of musical motivations. 

"People here tend to be open-minded," says 
Shimura. "It's a trip when you have a group like 
the Invisible Scratch Pickles, then five minutes 
away you have E-40. There's not a hip-hop phe- 
nomenon like that anywhere in the country." 

The Invisible Scratch Pickles might be the 

- greatest band in the history of rock'n'roll, but first 
they have to materialize in the "real" rap world. 
Strategizing inside their Daly City playhouse/ 
warehouse — basketball goal, foosball, paint- 



DJ Shadow and the tools of his trade. 



when people ask me about my other favorite 
types of music, I always say, 'It doesn't work that 
way.' Hip-hop is what you do with all the music 
you hear." 

Though New York has a gang of talent — 

J-Live, Company Flow, Arsonists — many of whom 
congregate around Stretch Armstrong and Bob- 
bito Garcia's longstanding hip-hop radio show, 
the Bay Area is the underground's creative nexus, 
"a haven for shit-disturbers and misfit toys," as 
Spearhead's Michael Franti puts it. Listener-sup- 
ported radio stations like KPFA and KPOO, as 
well as a dial-full of college stations (KALX, KUSF, 
KSJS, KZSU) regularly play non-commercial 
hip-hop. "Different artists can find an audience 



indie-crew album this year. "Dealing with labels 
took the fun out of the music," says Hieros' 
manager-producer Domino. "In essence, they 
dropped us. But we were like, 'Drop us, please.' " 
At the moment, the Bay Area's most gifted 
and emblematic crew may be the Berkeley- 
based SoleSides — DJ Shadow, Blackalicious 
(Tim "Gift of Gab" Parker, Xavier "Chief Xcel" 
Mosley), Tom "Lyrics Born" Shimura and Lateef 
"The Truth Speaker" Daumont. As students at 
Cal-Davis, an hour and a half northeast of San 
Francisco, they were all marooned in a hip-hop- 
free zone. Until they discovered KDVS, the 
campus station where Jeff "DJ Zen" Chang, a 
frustrated activist down from Sacramento, was 
doing a lively Thursday night shift. Shadow (who 
had a previous KDVS connection through the 
rapper Paris, an alumnus) constantly called up 
with requests, Shimura repeatedly won the 
"Name That Sample" giveaway, and after meet- 
ing Shimura in an African-American studies 
class, Mosley became intrigued. Chang wel- 
comed them down to the studio, and later sug- 
gested starting a label. 

"We didn't care about waving the indepen- 
dent flag," says Mosley. "It was more like, 
'You've got a student-loan check, I've got a stu- 
dent-loan check, let's do this.'" Observes Dau- 
mont: "There's all this major-label involvement 
in New York and L.A., but there's really no 
industry in the Bay. Nobody's going to discover 
you lounging on the couch in some boxers." 

What's unique about SoleSides is how the 
group's scattered backgrounds — the Bronx, 
Arkansas, Salt Lake City, Tokyo, Southern Cali- 
fornia — translate into complementary styles: 



stripped Chevy, graffiti canvases, stage setup with 
six (!) turntables — Richard "Q-Bert" Quitevis pro- 
poses, "How about a line of DJ jewelry, key 
chains, nail polish?" "Mixmaster" Mike Schwartz 
chimes in: "Yeah, bedroom slippers, robes, butt 
plugs, hair glitter. Let's blow this shit up." 

To find the cutting edge of so-called "electron- 
ica," check "Invasion of the Octopus People" on 
Return of the DJ (Volume II is now out) the star- 
tling aural lickshot compiled by David Paul of the 
Bay Area zine The Bomb in 1995. What you'll 
hear is the Pickles working their turntables like 
an extraterrestrial jazz combo, squiggling, 
scratching, and playing musical chairs — one 
catches the bass, one the guitar, another the 
"vocals," now switch — in a performance that's at 
once farcical and profound. 

"It's like we're breaking everything down to a 
puzzle, scattering it all over the turntable, then 
piecing it back together right before your eyes." 
says Schwartz, a ruggedly boyish extrovert. "For 
us, the turntable is every instrument, and any 
sound is an instrument," says Quetevis, with a 
serene, almost delicate confidence. Within the 
group, explicit musical personalities exist — 
Q-Bert the ingenious trickster, Mike the bluesy 
spaceman, ShortKut the energetic juggler, Apollo 
the sensei-glamorous virtuoso. But together, 
they instigate a dense soundclash that leaves 
mere humans grinning in awe. 

The group's roots extend back to huge Filipino 
dances in hotel ballrooms in the early to mid 
'80s, where as many as ten mobile DJ crews 
battled it out. What started as a gimmicky trend 
became a way of life. Now their credits are end- 
less: "Retired" from the DMC (Disco Mix Club) 
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Alien in our midst: "Kool" Keith Thornton. 
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etc.) was the original abstract 
rapper, rhyming offbeat about 
battling himself, bewildering 
and influencing an auditorium 
full of MC underclassmen. 
But Ultramagnelic never hit 
commercially, and Thornton served 
a stint in New York's Creedmoor 
Psychiatric Center for depression. 
Recently, though, after a deal 
with Capitol fell through when its 
black-music department was 
purged, he's been on a stunning 
creative binge. 

Relocated to Los Angeles, 
rapping sharper than ever, as well 
as playing bass and keyboards, 
Thornton's released two albums 
(Dr. Octagon and Big Time, with 
Tim Dog ["Fuck Compton"] under 
the name Ultra) and a series of 
pseudonymous singles (on his 
Funky Ass label). Plus there's 
the new Sex Style proiect, a 
satirical porno foray. He's found 
a comfort zone working with 
Nakamura. who's also enjoying 
an artistic burst — remixes for Ihe 
eels and Cornershop, an album 
with Prince Paul and Mike 
Simpson of the Dust Brothers, 



oes hip-hop need emergency Iherapy? 
Treatment for moose bumps? These 
questions and more are suggested by the 
past year's dopest (dopiest?) concept 
album. Dr. Octagon, which unleashes the 
alter ego of rapper "Kool" Keith Thornton, 
': i.e., the "paramedic fetus of Ihe East." 
Animated by producer Dan Nakamura. a.k.a. the 
Aulomator. who rearranges live drums, piano, banjo, 
clarinet, flute, guilar, and turntables to envision a 
disorienting "Church of the Operating Room." 
Thornton pushes Sun Ra and George Clinton's 
science-fiction funk down a flight of stairs. 

"Octagon's like this psycho black-and-white-TV 
doctor from 1965 visiting Ihe future, which is now. 
and he sees how things are fucked up. and well, 
let's put il this way. he's not that interested in taking 
care of people," says the surprisingly short 
and sturdy Thornton, sipping soup at a Chinese 
restauranl in San Francisco's North Beach. He 
pauses and winks, as Ihe tall, burly Nakamura 
jumps in. "You ever see those rednecks that get 
picked up by aliens and nobody listens to them 
when they get back? Thai's an interesting character, 
not some drug dealer in a Lexus." 
As one ol the Bronx-based Ultramagnetic MCs in 



Biggie Smalls don't get it at all, 
which is cool," says Nakamura. "It's not like we're 
universal, you know what I'm saying?" 

In an underground full of private or idiosyncratic 
personalities and often oblique, instrumental music. 
Thornton's rhymes and personae get right up in your 
face. Of his alter egos, he explains, laughing. "I'm a 
group within myself. I always wanted to do side 
projects with myself. I'm doing Octagon nght now. 
but tomorrow I could be 'Harold.' the totally average 
guy. and record an album called The Mind ol Harold. 
about his totally average adveniures. I'm like a 
painted piclure. but the paint ain't dry." 

Finishing up our dumplings and tea. Thornton 
flashes a vulnerable, almost childlike gnn and 
suggests we peruse a few "new releases" in the 
nearby red-light district. "This is where you'll always 
find me, in the naked section," he cracks. After rating 
an array of videos— Bogas Bros, doofy slap-and- 
tickle, pitifully homemade enslavement titles (Bound 
and Gagged, Ass Thrasher)— he strolls out under 
the Lusty Lady theater marquee. 

"Listen," he imparts. "I've been around the world, 
I've seen shit, I've thrown eggs in hotel rooms in 
Amsterdam, all that nonsense. But I'm not interested 
in being a youthful asshole anymore. Now I'm 
making my own world." c.a. 



DJ championships for smoking the competition 
three years running (1992-94); named honorary 
"Rock Steady DJs"; assorted breakbeat records, 
tapes, videos, an upcoming EP/CD-ROM (The 
Invisible Scratch Pickles vs. the Clams of Death) ; 
gigs with Branford Marsalis, Bill Laswell and a 
host of rappers. 

Still, how long does it take before folks take 
note? "The script's already written; we're just wait- 
ing our turn," says "Apollo" Novicio cryptically. "It 
just takes hella patience, man." says Schwartz 
"We've been doing this shit 11 years now. and 
the only reason we're still in it is because we were 
born into it. We'll be DJing until we're walking 
around with canes and white beards and shit." 

On a bedroom shelf in Chris Manak's modest 
San Mateo apartment, next to photos of DJ Mar- 
ley Marl and a duck-walking Malcolm McLaren, 
sits a small, framed shot of two teenaged friends — 
one white (Manak), one black, both puffed up with 
B-boy ambition. It was taken almost ten years ago, 
but the presence of Manak's partner Charizma, 
murdered in 1993, still lingers in the room 

"We were so egotistical," says Manak. a.k.a. 
Peanut Butter Wolf (the tag comes from an ex- 
girlfriend's little brother's name for the bogey- 
man). "We did all these demos, all these shows, 
had Sony and Elektra interested. Then when we 
signed to Hollywood Basics, we were just, like, 
total assholes to our A&R. Actually, we were 
dropped right before Charizma passed away.... I 
told myself I wasn't going to be in a group with 
anyone else again." 

Now a humble 27-year-old market- 
ing grad from San Jose State, Manak 
runs his own label, Stones Throw, and 
is hip-hop buyer at TRC, a key distribu- 
tor for the indie underground. After his 
hypnotically flowing indie album Peanut 
Butter Breaks (sampled by Cypress Hill) and 
"Chronicles (I Will Always Love H.E.R.)," a chop- 
shop manifesto featured on Return of the DJ, 
Manak's career has perked up. "I'd rather sell 
10,000 units of vinyl, build my name, control all 
aspects of the process, and if somebody comes 
to me, I'm always open to talk. Artistic freedom 
is more important to me right now." 

One of the refreshing aspects of the Bay Area is 
that so many artists grew up on different hip-hop 
styles — the latest from New York, West Coast 
electro-funk, Miami bass, Latin freestyle — their 
musical interests never became static. Manak 
has no qualms about putting Cameo and Black 
Flag on the same mix tape (echoing Shadow's 
love of Metallica and Depeche Mode). In fact, he 
may work on some tracks for an English jungle 
label, using snippets of his teenage punk band, 
also called Peanut Butter Wolf, which was "basic- 
ally me and my little brother, yelling at each other." 

When major-label hardrocks weary of trashing 
each other over turf and bitches, it's this crazy- 
curious hip-hop spirit that remains. Whether it 
sells is another matter. "People complain how 
they're tired of hip-hop because of the same old 
beats and subject matter," says Manak. "Well, 
independent artists are doing something differ- 
ent from all that. I guess we'll see if people sup- 
port it, or if it's all just a bunch of talk." e 




What does it take 



Tuesday, 12:30 P.M When you 
don't fit in anywhere, you can go 
everywhere. It's the first cold day of 
the year, and I'm standing in one of 
three lines of people snaking its 
way out from under the marquee at 
Manhattan's Webster Hall dance 
club. I'm here to be a contestant on 
Singled Out, MTV's remade and 
remodeled version of The Dating 
Game, and — say it loud — I'm black, 
I'm gay, and I'm proud. 

I've made a valiant return to the 
closet to experience firsthand the 
only episodes to be taped in New 
York — including the last three 
hosted by the blonde du monde, 
Jenny McCarthy. While it must be a 
crime to stage so much camp in New 
York City and keep queers out, I'm 
here with a larger sense of purpose. 
Singled Out fascinates me like a 
20-car pileup — the show's get-happy 
take on modern romance is horrible 
to watch, but I can't turn away. May- 
be if I went undercover, I figured, I 
could crack MTV's lip-gloss ortho- 
doxy and out their rules of attraction. 

But first — the disguise. I'm trying 
to look like one of the kids I always 
see skulking around my downtown 



connection o 
James Hannanam heads back, 
into the closet to uncover the rules 
of attraction. 
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neighborhood. I've got on over- 
sized Levis and a long, baggy bas- 
ketball tank top. My persona is a 
kind of educated homey, an awk- 
ward combination of Bill Bellamy 
and Henry Louis Gates. I've named 
him Calvin Walker. I realize now I 
might have made a mistake. At the 
open call two days ago, the audi- 
tioner" told me, "The look is very 
hot, very flashy. Dress like you're 
going to a New York club." I thought 
Kids. But looking around at the 
thickly made-up women and open- 
shirted guys, I see everyone else 
thought Dirty Dancing. 

Still, there are more important 
things to worry about. One of the 
production assistants has just told 
everyone that "the contestant quota 
is filled," meaning we either go to 
the "party pit" (the place for losers 
with no hope of being contestants) 
or forever hold our peace. We know 
we're in for a fight. They've already 
ejected everyone without ID, as 
well as everyone under 18 or over 
25. I'm 28 — fortunately, they can't 
do math in their heads. 

In front of me, a short kid named 
Justin refuses to accept second- 
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class status. He just drove for an hour and a half from Rutgers University in 
central New Jersey to be here. He gets up in the PA's face, nervously 
adjusting the brim of his backward-turned baseball cap. "Look," he barks. "I 
had to switch my schedule around to be here. I had to lie to my professor." 
"Sorry," snaps the Vulcan PA. Moments earlier, this woman had cruelly 
condemned a pockmarked kid to the pit. "What we need," he'd protested, "is 
a society without class distinctions." "Well," she'd retorted, "This is New York." 

Justin is still going off when suddenly the associate producer appears and, 
with a wave of his magic clipboard, makes us all guaranteed contestants on 
tomorrow's tapings. I'm amazed that Justin had the nerve to wig out on a 
PA like that. But after all, I'm just curious. Justin's whole love life is at stake. 

Wednesday, 12 p.m. The next day, as we wait in the foyer, we can hear the 
contestants in front of us being "interviewed." One of the questions con- 
cerns package size, and they don't mean FedEx. A tall, geeky guy in front 
of me, who I notice is wearing blue nail polish, says out loud to his buddies 
and me, "Here's how they judge. I'll bet Chris Hardwick reaches down your 
pants, and if he likes what he feels, you're in." It sounds a little like wishful 
thinking. He turns to me, looking for affirmation. I smile calmly. That's cool, 
Calvin Walker would say, but it ain't me. Knowwhatl'msayin'? 

1:30 P.M. During the interview — a battery of dumb questions about sex 
conducted by a guy who looks like Kurt Cobain after a lithium OD — I lie 
only once. When he asks my group of five guys, "Which of you get laid on the 
first date?" I decide I'll give womanhood the credit it deserves and hide the 
fact that I usually get laid before the first date. But he won't let it drop. 
"What? You mean you don't get lucky the first time every time?" "Nah," I 
reply sheepishly. "The ladies wanna go slow, what can I say?" None of the 
other guys have the bravado to claim instant-Romeo status either, so I 
don't feel, well, singled out. "What are you, in the band?" he asks. For 
Singled Out, implying someone's gay is so ridiculous that it's a form of male 
bonding. Mentally, my inner queen bitch-slaps him. 

2:00 P.M. After lunch, in a room full of folding chairs, we get initiated by 
Richard. He's dark-haired and muscled, sporting a 
black tank top and jeans. There must be a conveyor 
belt that takes guys like this from the dumpsters at 
Gold's Gym directly to MTV's casting office. Next 
stop: phys-ed instructor. 

He barks at us for about 20 minutes. "Number one 
rule: Don't touch Jenny!" He yells. "She's a brown belt 
in karate, she will hit you." The guys laugh. There are 
plenty of other girls to touch. "Number two: This is a 
family show. No cursing. Instead, do things that are 
nonverbal. Let's say that. Nonverbal. If you start 
cursing, someone in Oshkosh hears it, they call up 
and complain, they cancel the show, I'm out of a job, 
I'm mugging you. Number three: Don't touch your- 
self. I know sometimes you guys gotta check to see 
if it's still there. But don't. I'll never forget, we've still 
got a video of this guy who was picking his nose, and 
all of a sudden he realizes the camera's right on him." 

2:40 P.M. We have six possible ways to behave and 
they're all on cue cards, held up by Richard and his 
minions. Quiet, Dance, Golf Claps, Energy!, Cheer, 
and my favorite, Go Nuts! Once Richard has taught 
us how to do this, we go upstairs. The set looks about 
as expensive as a Lego village. Everything's made of 
balsa wood, including the "prison cage" (a special set 
piece for the New York episodes that resembles some- 
thing out of Planet of the Apes) designated for all the 
unpicked suitors. I stand a few rows into the alternating 
chunks of guys and girls. To our left and right, the 
party pitters sit with food-coloring drinks — hey, I 
think, they don't look like the Elephant Man at all! 

Then Richard introduces Jenny. "Ladies and gen- 
tlemen, the gorgeous and talented Miss Jenny 
McCarthy!" Jenny jogs out from the wings, in a 




swirly green and white top, mike in hand. She looks a lot like the cartoon of 
Elizabeth Montgomery from Bewilcheds title sequence. She's allowed to 
touch us, so she aggressively high-fives and shakes hands with all of us. 
Like the new girl who immediately conquers the popular crowd, the girls start 
looking up to her. When one of the male pickers makes a sexist comment, 
she rolls her eyes and says, "Come on!" not realizing that the camera is on 
her. They have to redo the shot, but she's won the women over. 

Meanwhile, Chris Hardwick's subdued persona only seems to worsen 
off-camera. He's the butt of jokes all the time. Richard adds a rule: "Touch 
Chris!" He looks down constantly, wrings his hands, and doesn't klatch. In 
short, he acts much more human than McCarthy, whose guard rarely 
comes down. One of the female contestants has brought Hardwick roses 
and reads him a little note from her girlfriends about how adorable they find 
him. He seems sincerely touched. Richard makes a snide comment. 
McCarthy doesn't say anything. The moment doesn't wind up on camera. 

5:00 p.m. During the second show, I get tossed into the cage for being a 
"MetroCard," i.e., the kind of guy who measures his relationships in months 
rather than beers. We pass in front of the girl, a leggy blonde not far from 
Jenny's McCarthyism, pleading for the "golden ticket." (If she gives us her 
ticket, we automatically get to round two.) Justin flashes a hopeful grin at her 
as we go by. I do my best Mars Blackmon as I pass the picker— "Please baby 
baby baby please!" — but no luck. I've chosen a spot in the back of the cage 
full of guys for a better view. Justin and his friends are up front, watching and 
strategizing. "Next time," one of them says, "we should just stay out there." 

The longer you stay — and you can't leave without a good excuse — the 
more Singled Out seems like an experiment in societal control, a Logan's Run 
of dating or Franz Kafka's Love Connection. We're captive for however long it 
takes to tape three episodes, which turns out to be about six hours. Jenny's 
outfit is the only thing that changes. We get two breaks, one for burgers and 
water, another just for water. For one of the second-round challenges, three 
girls have to garnish hot dogs for the picker. (Freud, MTV-style!) When they 
bring out the franks, the crowd spontaneously cries, "Hot dogs!" But ulti- 
mately, no one gets to eat them. They're just for show. 



7:00 P.M. So far, I haven't had much luck. Neither 
has Justin. The first time we were out on the first 
question. The second time too. This round, we've 
gotten past the first query, and Chris is about to ask 
the second question. "Do you like guys who are 
happy or depressed?" But when Kurt No-Brain 
asked us the corresponding question earlier, it was 
"How many times a week do you go out?" One 
answer, "Les Miserables," meant we went clubbing a 
lot. Another, "Upbeat," meant we stayed home and 
did needlepoint. I'm beginning to think we've been 
duped. "I don't want to be with anyone who's de- 
pressed," the babe says. "So let's get rid of 'Les Mis- 
erables.' " We're incarcerated again. 

9:15 P.M. It's finally over. At the coat check, the 
guys haven't given up, even though everyone's 
"gone nuts" as instructed and is completely drained. 
I step aside as Justin and his buddies eagerly try to 
get a rap with some of the women — "Hey, didn't I see 
you at the Tunnel?" "Yeah, I used to work there...." 

During the show, my sexual orientation didn't 
matter, as long as I played the game. Now that the 
real dating game has started, I feel more like an 
actual loser. I've put in nine hours of hard work — 
you try shouting "woof" for six hours straight — and 
gotten diddley. No on-camera speaking, no door 
prizes, no hugs from Jenny McCarthy, no closeted 
boyfriend. Plus, that last question left me feeling 
that it's not just chance that Singled Outs love con- 
nections all look so picture perfect. But hey, I've 
learned my lesson. Next time I dive into the gene 
pool, I'll do it someplace where I can at least pre- 
tend I'm bisexual. Like The Real World, e 
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The fallowing is a brief summary only; see full prescribing infraction far complete product information. 

CONTRAINDICATIONS: VALTREX is contraindicated in patients with o known hypersensitivity or 
intolerance to volocyclovir, acyclovir, ot ony component of the formulation. 

WARNINGS: Thrombotic thrombocytopenic purrnira/liefltotttk uremic syndrome 
(TTP/HUS), in some cases resulting in death, has occurred in patients with advanced 
HIV disease and oka in allogeneic bone marrow transplant and renal transplant 
recipients participating in clinical trials ol VALTREX at doses of > grams pet day. 

PRECAUTIONS: The effkacy of VALTREX has not been established for the treatment of disseminat- 
ed herpes raster, or suppression of recurrent genital herpes, or in it 

Dosage adjustment is recommended when administering 
VALTREX to patients with renal impairment (see DOSAGE 
AND ADMINISTRATION section of full prescribing information). 
Caution should also be exercised when administering VALTREX 
to patients receiving potentially nephrotoxic agents since this 
may increase the risk of renal dysfunction ond/or the risk of 
reversible central nervous system symptoms such as those that 
have been reported in patients treated with intravenous ocydovir. 

Information lor Patients: Herpes Zoster: There ore no 
data on Ireotment initiated more than 72 hours after onset of the 
zoster tosh. Patients should be advised to initiate treatment os soon as possible after a diagnosis of 
herpes zoster. 

Genital Herpes: Patients should be informed that VALTREX is not a cure fat 
genital hopes. There ate no data evaluating whether VALTREX will prevent transmission of infection 
to others. Because genital herpes is a sexually transmitted disease, patients should avoid contact with 
lesions ot intercourse when lesions ond/or symptoms ore present to avoid infecting partners. Genital 
herpes con also be transmitted in the absence of symptoms through osymptomatk viral shedding. If 
medical management ol a genital herpes recurrence is indicated, patients should be advised to 
initiate therapy ot the hist sign ot symptom of on episode. 

There ore no data on the effectiveness of treatment initiated more than 72 hours after the onset of 
signs and symptoms of o first episode of genital herpes 01 more thon 24 hours of the onset of signs 

Drug Interactions: An additive increase in acyclovir AUC and C™, was observed when VALTREX 
was administered to healthy volunteers who were talcing cimetidine, probenecid, ot o combination of 
both cimetidine and probenecid (see CLINICAL PHARMACOLOGY: Phoimocofota section of full 
prescribing information). 

Carcinogenesis, Mutagenesis, Impairment of Fertility: The data presented below 
indude references to the sleody-stote ocydovir AUC observed in humans treated with 1 g VALTREX 
given orally three limes o day to treat herpes zoster. Plasma drug concentrations in onimol studies 
ore expressed os multiples of human exposure to ocydovir (see CLINICAL PHARMACOLOGY: 
rnarmocoKinencs secnon ot run presuming inrormononj. 

Volocydovii wos noncaidnogenic in lifetime corrinogenidly bioassoys at single doily doses 
(govage) of up to 1 20 mp/Va/doy for mice and 1 00 mg/lcg/day for rats. There wos no significant 

shorten the latency of tumors. Plasma concentrations of ocydovir were equivalent to human levels in 



the mouse bioassay and 1 .4 to 2.3 rimes human levels in the rat bioossay. 

Volocydovii wos tested in five genetic toxicity assays. An Ames assay wos negative in the absence 
or presence of metabolic activation. Also negative were on in vitro cytogenetic study with human 
lymphocytes and a rat cytogenetic study at a single oral dose of 3000 mg/kg (8 to 9 times human 
plasma levels). 

In the mouse lymphoma assay, valacydovii wos negative in the absence of metabolic activation. 
In the presence of metabolic activation (76% to 88% conversion to acyclovir), volacydcra'r wos 
weakly mutogenic 



A mouse miaonudeus assay was negative at 250 rng/kg but wecHcly pxjsirive at S00 rng/kg 
(ocydovii concentrations 26 to 51 limes human plasma levels). 

Valacyclovii did not impaii fertility or reproduction in rats at 200 mg/ka/day (6 limes humon 
plasma levels). 

Pregnancy: Teratogenic Effects: Pregnancy Category B. Valacyclovii was not teratogenic in 
rats oi rabbits given 400 mg/kg (which results in exposures of 10 and 7 times humon plasma levels, 
respectively) during the period ol major organogenesis. There ore no adequate and well-controlled 
studies of VALTREX oi ZOVIRAX in pregnant women. A prospective epidemiologic registry of ocydovii 
use during pregnancy has been ongoing since 1 984. As of December 1 994, outcomes of live births 
have been documented in 380 women exposed to systemic ocydovir during the first trimester of 
pregnancy. The occurrence rate of birth defects approximates that found in the general population. 
However, the small size of the registry is insufficient to evaluate the risk for less common defects ot to 
permit reliable and definitive conclusions regarding the safety of ocydovir in pregnant women and 
their developing fetuses. VALTREX should be used during pregnancy only if the potential benefit justi- 
fies the potential risk to the fetus. 



Pregnancy Exposure Registry: To monitor maternal-fetal outcomes of p 
exposed to VALTREX, Glaxo Wellcome Inc. maintains a Volocydovii in Pregnancy Registry. Physicians 
ore encouraged to register their patients by colling (800) 722-9292, ext. 39437. 



: There is no experience with VALTREX. However, ocydovir concentre lions have 
been documented in breast milk in two women following oral administration ol ZOVIRAX and ranged 
from 0.6 to 4.1 times corresponding plasma levels. These concentrations would potentially expose the 
nursing infant to a dose of ocydovii os high as 0.3 mg/kg/doy. VALTREX should be administered to a 
nursing mother with caution and only when indicated. 

Pediatric Use: Safety and effectiveness of VALTREX in pediatric patients have not been established. 

Geriatric Use: Of the total number of patients included in dinicol studies of VALTREX, 810 were 
age 65 or older, and 339 were age 75 ot older A total of 34 volunteers oge 65 oi older completed o 
phoimocoldneh'c trial of VALTREX. The pharmacokinetics of ocydovir following single- and multiple- 
dose oral administration of VALTREX in geriatric volunteers varied with renal function. Dosage 
reduction may be lequired in geriatric patients, depending on the underlying renol slotus of the 
patient (see CLINICAL PHARMACOLOGY and DOSAGE AND ADMINISTRATION sections ol Ml 
prescribing information). 



ts reported by greater than 2% of a given treatment 
group in dinicol trials of VALTREX are listed in Table 1 . 
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OVERDOSAGE: There have been no reports ol overdosage from the administration of VALTREX 
Howevei, it is known that precipitation of ocydovii in renal tubules may occur when the solubility 
(2.5 mg/mL) is exceeded in the infiotubuloi fluid. In the event of acute renol failure ond onutio, the 
patient may benefit from hemodialysis until renal function is restored (see DOSAGE AND ADMINIS- 
TRATION). 
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id spermalDgenesis at high parenteral doses ffi some animals and 
hijh concentrations ol drug (see PRECAUTIONS: Carcirogenesis. 
l recommended dosage should not be exceeded (see DOSAGE AND 



PRECAUTIONS: 
General: ZOVIRAX has causer, 
mutagenesis in some acute studies at h 
Mutagenesis. Impairment of Fertility) The recommended dosage s 
ADMINISTRATION section of full prescribing information). 

Exposure of herpes sinplex and varicella-zosler isolates to acyclovir n vitro can leaa to the emergence of less 
sensitive viruses. The possiMty ol the appearance ol less sonsBve viruses in tmmans must be borne In mind 
whenttMuhg patients. The rela«onsh«p between the in iiilro a ~ 
to acydovr and clinical response 10 therapy has yet to b 
Microbiology secbon of lull prescnbinQ irtorTnialiQn). 

Because ol the possMly mat less sensitive virus may be selected «i patients who are receiving acyclovir, al 
patients should be advised to take particular care to avoid potential transmission of virus If active lesions are 
present while mey are on therapy in severely immunocompromised patients, the physician should be aware that 
prolonged or repeated courses of acyclovir may result in selection ol resistant viruses which may not Uy 
resound to continued acyclovir therapy. 

Caution should be exercised when adrr 
smce this may increase the nsk ol renal d 
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" nd to become pregnant, they intend to breasueed whie 
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Genital herpes Is a sexually transmitted disease and patients shook) aw! reer- 
ol the risk (Mr*— 
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dosage should riot bo exceeded. Z 
with their physician if they do not receive sufficient relief n the frequency and seventy of tie* genital herpes 
recurrences 

There are sos unanswered Questions concemiig recvoductlve/gonadal toxtcrty and mutagenesis: long-term 
studies are continuing Decreased sperm production has been seen at high doses In some animals: a placebo- 
contrclled ctncal study usng 400 mg or 10O0 mg of ZOVIRAX per day Tor 6 months h humans did not show 
smiar (ridings Chromosomal breaks were seen in vitro after brief exposure lo high concentrations Some other 
currently rnarK&ted med^atoris also cause criromosorriaJ breaks, and the Significance of this finding is 
unknown A rtoerjo-ccrtrofled c*icaJ study using 800 mg of ZOVIRAX per day tor 1 year in humans did not 
show any abnormalities In structure or number ol chromosomes. 
Herpes Zoster Infections: Adults age SO or older tend to have more severe sNngtos, and treatment with Z0V1- 
AX showed more significant benefit for older patients. Treatment was begun within 72 hours of rash onset In 
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hours ot the typical cntckenpo* rash n the controlled studies, and there is no infonTiabon regarding the effects 
of treatment begun later in the disease course ft Is unknown whether the treatment ot cruckenpox in childhood 
has any effect on long-term immunity. However, there is no evidence lo Indicate that treatment of cNctenpox 
with ZOVIRAX would have any effect on either decreasing or increasing the incidence or severity ot subsequent 
recurrences ot herpes zoster (srengles) later in Hfe. Intravenous ZOVIRAX is indicated for the treatment ol van- 



is Co^ministralion of probenecid vrth intravenous acyclovir has been shown to Increase the 
mean halt-life and the area under trie concentration- Ome curve Urinary excretion and renal clearance were cor- 
respondingly reduced The clinical effects of this combination have not been studied 
Carcinogenesis. Mutagenesis, Impairment ol Fertility: The data presented below include references to peak 
steady-state plasma acyclovir concentrations observed in humans treated with 800 mg given oraty 6 times a 
day {flosng appropriate for treatment ot herpes zoster) or 200 mg given oraty 6 times a day (dc ' 
ate tor treatment ot genital herpes) Plasma drug concentrabons in animal studies are e> ~— 
human exposure to acyclovir al the higher and tower dosng schedules (see '" 
Pharmacokinebcs section of ful prescribing information). 

Acyclovir was tested in Wetme btoassays in rats and nice at single daily doses of up to 450 mgVg a 
istered by gavage There was no statjslicaty significant difference in the jrodence of tumors between tr 
" d control anlr ' 




„_ ol animals, rtor dkj acyclovir shorten (he latency of tumors At 450 rngAg/day, p 
were 3 to 6 times human levels in the mouse bwassay and 1 to 2 times human levels in the rat btoassay 

led In two In vitro cell transtormauori assays. Positive results were obseived at the highest 
(31 to 63 times human levels) n one system and the resulting morphologically transformed 
cells formed tumors when inoculated into mmunosuppressed, syngeneic, weanhng mice Acyclovir was neg- 
ative (40 to 80 times human levels) in the other, possAfy less sensitive, transformation assay. 

In acute cytogenetic studies, there was an increase, though not statistically significant in the incidence of 
chromosomal damage at maximum tolerated par enteral doses of acyclovr ( 1 00 mg/Vg) n rats (62 to 1 25 tmes 
human levels) but not in Chinese hamsters; higher doses ot 500 and 1CO0 mo/kg were ciastogenic in Chinese 
hamsters (380 to 760 times human levels). In addition, no activity was found after 5 days dosing in a dominant 
lethal study in mice (36 to 73 times human levels^ in all 4 microbial assays, no evidence of mutagenicity was 
observed. Positive results were obtaned in 2 ot 7 genetic toxicity assays using mammalian eels In vitro. In 
human rymphocytes. a positive response tor chromosomal damage was seen at concentrations 150 to 300 
times the acyclovir plasma levels achieved in humans. Al one locus in mouse lymphoma cells, mutagenicity 
was observed at corvceritrations 250 to 500 times human ptasma ievets. Results in the other live mammalian 

teasnSM^mes hun^levels^^ 
observed at concentrations at least 1500 times human levels. 

Acyclovir has not been shown to impair fertJty or reproduction in mice (450 rripykp/day, p.o.) or in rats 
(25 rng/kg/day, s c.). In the mouse study, plasma levels were 9 to 1 8 times human levels, whde n the rat study 
they were 8 to 15 times human levels. At a higher dose in the rat (50 mgykg/day, s.c). there « 
a^pffii-impl3rTt?it>ixi loss, but no concomitant decrease in jitter si 
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tafion efficiency but no concomitant decrease in litter size at a dose ot 50 mprtyday (16 to 31 times human 
levels). No effect upon ntptarrtatJon efficiency was observed when the same dose was administered ntra- 
venousry (53 to 106 bmes human levels). In a rat p^ 
human level.' ' ' 



_t- and postnatal study at 50 mg/Vgydays.c.(.1tr, _ 
), there was a stattsncafy significant decrease In the group mean numbers ot corpora lutea, total 
Implantation sites, and live fetuses in the F, generation. Although not stattsttcalry significant, there was 
also a dose-related decrease in group mean numbers ot live fetuses and implantation sees at 12 5 irv^ko/day and 
25 mgyVg/day. s c. The rtravenous administration ot 100 mgAg'day. a dose known to cause obstructive 
nephropathy in rabbits, caused a significant increase m fetal resorptions and a corresponding decrease in ktter 
size {plasma levels were not measured) However, at a maximum tolerated intravenous dose ol 50 mpAg/day 
m rabbits (53 to 106 times human levels), no drug-retated reproductive effects were observed. 

Intraperitoneal doses of 80 or 320 rngAo/day acyclovir given to rats for 6 and 1 months, respectively, caused 
testicular atjophy, Plasma Jevels were not measured in the 1-month study and were 24 to 48 times human lev- 
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eb in the 6-month study. Testicular atrophy was persistent through the 

320 mgAg/day; some evidence ol recovery of sperm pnaduction was evident 30 days postdose Intravenous 
doses ot 100 and 200 rrg*n/day acyclovir given to dogs tor 31 days caused aspermatogenesis. Al 
100 M«|MM plasma levels were 47 to 94 times human levels, wtie at 200 rnpArj day they were 159 to 317 
times human levels. No testicular abnormalities were seen in dogs given 50 mg/kn/day Lv. lor 1 month (21 to 
41 trues human levels) and in dogs grven 60 mpAg/day orally for 1 year (6 to 12 bmes human levels). 
Pregnancy: Teratogenic Effects: Pregnancy Category C. Acyclovir was not teratogenic in the mouse 

■'-~trierat(50mjXg,'ijay,sc.j 
2 times, respectively, human 

nd tad anomalies, and mater- 

. n this test rats were given 3 s c. doses of 100 nvjfcg acyclovir on gestation day 10. resulting In 
plasma levels 63 and 125 times human levels There are no adequate and we^controfled studies in pregnant 
women. Acydovir should not be used ounng pregnancy unless the potential benefit justifies the potential nsk to 
the fetus Although acyclovir was not teratogenic n standard animal studies the drug's potential tor causing 
tftromcsome breaks al high ayxertraftton should be taken into consideratton in making the deterrrurtabon. 
Pregnancy Exposure Registry: To monitor maternal-fetal outcomes ol pregnant women exposed to systemic 

Hurting Mothers: Acyclovir concentrations have been documented in breast milk ft two women following oral 
administration of ZOVIRAX and ranged from 0 6 to 4,1 times corresponding plasma levels These concentra- 
tions would pc4entjafy expose the nursing infant to a dose of acyclovir up to 0 3 rng/Vg/day Caubon should be 
when ZOVIRAX is J " 



X is administered to a nursing woman. ' 
Pediatric Use: Safety and effectiveness in children less than 2 years of age have not been adequately studied 



Herpes Simplex: Short-Term Administration The most frequent adverse events reported during caracal trials 
of treatment of genital herpes with oraty administered ZOVIRAX were nausea and/or vomiting in 8 ot 298 patient 
treatments (2.7% and headache in 2 of 298 (0.6%) Nausea and/or vomMng occurred in 2 ot 287 (0.7%) 
patents who received placebo 

Less frequent adverse events, each ot whjch occurred in 1 of 298 pattern treatments with oraHy administered 
ZOVIRAX (0.3%). included diarrhea, dizziness, anorexia, fatigue, edema, stan rash, teg pain, inguinal adenopa- 
thy. medKahon taste, and sore throat 
long-Tern Admviittratfoo: The most frequent adverse everts reported n a clinical tnal for the rxevenbon of 



recurrences wlh continuous admlnstiation ot 4 



quent adverse events reported ii a clinical trial lor the prevend 
of 400 mo (two 200 mg capsules) 2 times dally for 1 year Hi 
patients treated with ZOVIRAX were: nausea (4 B%). diarmea (2.4%). headache (1 9%). and rash (1.7%) 
M9 control patients receiving intermittent treatment of recurrences wtti ZOVIRAX for 1 year reported dla 
(2.7*). nausea (2 4%). headache (2 2%). and rash (1.5*|. 
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Herpes Zoster The most frequent adverse events reported ounng tjmje clinical mars of treatment ot 
roster (shinglesl with 800 mj of oral ZOVIRAX 5 times daty tor 7 
(1 1 .5%), nausea (8.0%). headache (5 9%). 
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CMckenpor. The most frequent adverse events reported 
with oral ZOVIRAX in 495 patents were: diarrhea (32%). i 
and flatulence (0.4%). The 498 patients receiving 1 
Insomnia (0.4%). 
Observed During Clinical 
in he U.S., spontaneously reported 
of their incidence or lo establish c. 
process. Volut 

t and rarely, anaphylaxis 

(These symptoms 

parocularty in older adults.) 

' x csarrhea. elevated Nver function teas, gastrantestinal tfstress. nausea 



k patients treated w«h oral ZOVIRAX 
Insufficient I: 

unoedying oteea 

reports ol adverse events which have been received since market ntroducbon include: 



: Based on 0 

adverse events are uncommon. Data are insufficient to support an e 
These events may also occur as pail of the u ' ' 



i. pain, peripheral ei 
Hwvtm: confusion, dizziness, hallucinations parestne: 



'at Seises': 



pruntus^sl 



OVERDOSAGE: Patients nave ingested Intentional overdoses ol up to 100 capsutes (20 g) ol ZOVIRAX, with no 
unexpected adverse effects. 



PrecipJabon of acyclovir in renal tubules may occur when the sokMlty (2.5 mg/mL) In the ii 
is exceeded. Renal lesions considered to be related to obsuuetion ol renal tubules by precipitated drug crystals 
occurred In the lollowvig species: rats treated with i v. and l.p doses ol 20 mgAp/day for 21 and 31 days, 
respectively, and at s c. doses of 100 mcykg/day for 10 days: rabtws at s.c. and i v. doses of 50 mcykg/day for 
13 days: and dogs ali v cosesoMOOmg,'l«Voaytor31 days. A 6-bouf hemodiatysls results n a 60% decrease 
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itting inside New York City's 
I Planet 28 nightclub. DJ Jay • 
Dabhi (a.k.a. Lil Jay) is 

■ 

explaining how he stumbles 
| upon the Indian samples that 
end up in his mixes. "I don't 
even speak Hindi." confesses 
the 20-year-old Queens native. 
"I pick up the Indian music from 
caj^e TV or my mom's records, 
and play whatever sounds" 
nice." The result is a groove- 
heavy collage of Bombay disco. 
Hindi pop. rap. and techno 
called Hindi Remix! A sound " 
that started with aidozen br so 
like-minded DJs pirating beats 
in their basement!, it's now 
the nerve center 6f New York 
City's thriving South Asian 
club circuit. ' 

The desi scene (Hindi for j. 
homeboy or homegirl) sprang 
up in the early '90s when a 
group of second-geheratipn 
Indian-American kids bon?d 
with the parent-sanctioned 
Indian community dances in 
Queens began throwing their 
own parties at rented 
nightclubs and warehouses. 
The gatherings look like a 

typical hip-hop show, with 
i 

crowds of kids in B-boy Tommy 
Hilfiger and "det It Gifli;' 
shimmy wear, but instead of • 
shouting out for the Wo-Tang 
Clan, the sweating masses get 
down to samples of Madonna 
wailing over a mixed-in sitar. 

Lil Jay — a business student 
at St. John's University in 
Queens. New York, by day (" If 
DJrrltrcioesn t vJork out, there's 
always Wall Street 'J^^lio 
the scene will blow up a 
and other DJs start turning ou 
less sample-dependent, more 
commercial mixes, but in the 
meantime, he's just glad.he has 
clubs to play in. Says Jay: 
"At least I don't have to spin 
the Sweet 16s anymore." 

JULIA CHAPLIN 
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Two decades after the horrors of the 
<illing fields, Cambodia is torn 
between its brutal history and 
the cruel realities of contemporary 
capitalism. William TVollmann 
travels deep into the Southeast 
Asian jungle in search of Pol Pot. 
thelegenaary Communist 
leader and genocidal mastermind. 



CHOEUNG EK KILLING FIELDS, NEAR PHNOM PENH (1991) 
There were more than 8,000 skulls on glass shelves. I could see the 
rice fields behind them, a plain of light bright green, with palm and 
banana trees; the gray-green water was stubbled with rice. 

They use poison, electric wire, steel bar. gun. the guardian said. 

I saw a skull with a slit in it, a skull with a hole in it, a black skull, a 
brown skull, a gray skull, a yellow skull. 

This one die steel bar. This one electric wire. This poison. 

A sign said, infant kampuchean: under 15 years old. Another 
Sign said, SENILE FEMALE KAMPUCHEAN: OVER 60 YEARS OLD. The 






Strange fruit: A Khmer Rouge massacre site in 1981, two 
years after the Pol Pot regime was overthrown. 



sweetish smell of the skulls was sickening. 

Past the skull stupa which rose high and white and yellow pagoda- 
roofed lay the mass graves. Not all had been opened. 

The Pol Pot people come here to kill, you understand? said the guardian. 

In the hard-packed earth around the graves, bits of white and gray and 
blue cloth lay. A grave grinned before me. It was a gray, slimy sinkhole grown 
with weeds. A boy was fishing there for frogs. All around the grave lips 
were white objects. I bent down and picked one up; it was a human tooth. 

TUOL SLENG GENOCIDE MUSEUM, PHNOM PENH (1991) 
In another place, in a dingy room of checkerboard tiles, there was a bed 
with a chain fixed to it, a long screw in brackets. The room smelted like 
screams. On the wall was a photo of a body lying on the floor of this same 
room, legs beneath the outswung bar, and puddles of blood. 

In the next room, again the frame of a bed, with the screwclamp, blood- 
stains black on the floor, on the wall a photo of a blackened body on the 
same bed, a chair upended beside it, echoing light of whiteness. 

The name of this place was Tuol Sleng. It was once a high school, until the 
Khmer Rouge came with a thousand soldiers and wove barbed wire around 
it and made their security regulations: 

1. You must answer according to my questions — don't turn them away. 

6. While getting lashes of electrification you must not cry at all. 

8. Don't make pretexts in order to hide your jaw of traitor. 

9. If you don't follow the above rules, you shall get many many lashes of 
electric wire. 

Another bedframe, sagging, a rusty chain, shreds of cloth, the cartridge 
box that was the toilet (if you spilled it, you were required to clean the floor 
with your tongue), the clamp, the electric wire. Palm trees through the window. 

Another. Another. On the wall, a photo of a bloated black body on the 
mattress, a sarong beside it, the rotten face screaming. A trowel-like club- 
bing tool lying on the bed. There was a fly crawling on it where something 
was clotted black. 

The next room was filled with photos of people — many of them mothers 
and children — facing the camera, numbers pinned to them, wide-eyed, 
staring, some with ropes already around their necks. — The boy stared 



straight ahead, arms behind his back, behind him another prisoner bent 
over. — The man glared wildly. — The man stared out from a mass of 
people with upflung arms. — The boy stared straight ahead and blood 
bridled his mouth. — In the photos there were rows of skulls in the 
ditch like coconuts, skulls in platoons, dead bodies lying on these 
chessboard floors, with their numbers pinned to their dead chests. 

Pol Pot's bust, smooth-cheeked and handsome, caught light-gleams on 
nose and forehead like a stone Buddha. Pol Pot refused to answer, looked 
through everyone so distantly, stared level across the floor. 

That was Building B. In Building C was the chair with the collar and 
screw-threads to slowly crush a prisoner's vertebrae. In that famous K .R. 
phrase, the traitors had to be "smashed." Then came the torture-saws, 
barbed wire whips, canes, spades. Out of the 17,000 to 20,000 prisoners 
who passed through Tuol Sleng, eight are known to have survived. Some 
had left paintings: The men in green round caps were whipping a screaming 
woman, her baby taken from her arms by a man with a downturned mouth. 
A man was having his fingernails pulled out by Khmer Rouge who squatted 
to pour acid on his hands, blood on the floor, another Khmer Rouge ready to 
whip him every time he screamed. Two Khmer Rouge, businesslike, were 
searing a woman's nipples with red-hot pincers. (You have to smash traitors 
by stages.) Then into the pit with all of them, kneeling while a Khmer Rouge 
raised the club, another in the mass grave to finish them off. Smash the chil- 
dren's heads on palm trees. Throw them up in the air; catch them on the 
points of bayonets.... A display of skulls white, yellow, gray, and brown. 

A CAVEAT 

Of course they blamed everything on the Reds, on the Khmer Rouge. Since 
I was American, they didn't want to hurt my feelings by reminding me that 
from 1969 to 1973 my country dropped 25 Hiroshimas' worth of bombs on 
Cambodia, killing 1 50,000 civilians or more. Some of those bombs did not 
detonate on impact, and went on killing, as they would surely do to the end 
of the century and beyond. We laid antipersonnel mines while we were at 
it. Our puppet, Lon Nol, did the same; he had insufficient men and materiel 
to stop the K.R., and mines at least kept them at bay. When the Reds in 
turn took power, they mined the borders. Nor did I want to embarrass my 
new friends by mentioning the mines which they themselves, the current 
Cambodian government forces, or Whites as they were called, had laid 



84 SPIN 



aterial 



against the Reds since the Vietnamese withdrawal in 1989, or the many, 
many mines which the Vietnamese had laid in Cambodia before then. By 
1993 there were, at a very rough estimate, ten million mines in the country. 

A CHEAT SHEET ON THE KHMER ROUGE 

The Khmer Rouge is one of the most extreme political organizations of 
modern times. After World War II, when Cambodia's King Sihanouk suc- 
cessfully negotiated independence from France, he stifled many of the more 
radical voices on the Cambodian political scene. For those leftists who 
escaped, the result was further radicalization. A concretion of militant Maoist 
guerrillas began to form in the Cambodian jungle. The man who eventually 
became the Khmer Rouge leader was named Saloth Sar, but, like Stalin 
and Lenin, he operated under a pseudonym, Pol Pot ("politique potentiel"). 

During the Vietnam War, the Viet Cong began establishing "sanctuaries" 
inside Cambodia to escape from American bombs. This infuriated the U.S. 
government, and the CIA engineered a coup in Cambodia, replacing 
Sihanouk with General Lon Nol, who allowed the Americans to continue a 
secret bombing campaign inside Cambodia. The American bombing, com- 
bined with the regime's corruption and repression, drove vast numbers of 
peasants into Pol Pot's camp. In 1975, he took over the country. 

His program was simple: No one will live in cities anymore. We will all grow 
rice. Only the tillers of the soil have the right to survive. Lon Nol's soldiers 
must be liquidated. People with education, or people with glasses, or people 
who speak a foreign language will all exist on probation. 

So he emptied the cities. Hospital patients and other people who were 
insufficiently mobile were simply killed. Unrealistic agricultural planning 
slowly began to cause starvation, and outright murder accounted for other 
victims. By 1979, when the Vietnamese invaded Cambodia and overthrew Pol 
Pot, the Khmer Rouge had killed between 300,000 and three million people, 
depending on who you ask. 

Pol Pot and his cadres fled into the jungle and became guerrillas again. 
They began to do business with Thailand and China, and eventually with cor- 
rupt royalist Cambodians. In the spring of 1996, Pol Pot was said to have 
died, but my Khmer Rouge contacts assure me that he is still alive. 



One night five years later I sat reading about the latest Khmer Rouge attack 



on Poipet market; and my companion D. fanned herself wearily because it 
was very hot; and I looked up and slowly drank my warm beer, gazing into 
the canal between two piers, the canal like a mirror of mud in whose weary 
shimmers could be descried the reflections of the pilings of houses, pool 
halls, Chinese-charactered grocery-caves. In one window, someone's bra 
and dishtowels hung abnormally white like ghosts. The lady leaned out and 
smiled at us. D. asked her for news. She said that two days ago a man from 
town had gone into the mountains to cut wood and had been killed by a 
land mine. The next morning D. and I got a new driver, a pale yellow deli- 
cate boy with extensive chest tattoos like astronomical maps, and after the 
three of us had crowded into the cab of his truck and were on the road so 
that no one could listen, I asked if he knew any more details about the 
land-mine accident. He said that it was actually four Thais who'd died, but 
only one of them was from Khlong Yai; the other three were from Hat Lek, 
which was the driver's home town. They had been illegally cutting timber in 
Cambodia, which was a practice so extensive and until recently so lucrative 
that most people in Khlong Yai and in Hat Lek wore heavy gold chains. 
— Was this a Khmer Rouge land mine? I asked the driver. — Maybe K.R., 
maybe Cambodia government do and say it's K.R., he replied. 

HOW MR. YU KON REALLY DIED 

The name of the mine victim from Khlong Yai was Mr. Yu Kon. Later that 
day, D. and I went down to the wat, or Buddhist temple, and met his brother, 
who gave us red strands of yarn to wear in memory of him for the next 100 
days. Mr. Yu Kon had been a rich and important man in the unlicensed timber 
business. Four of his woodsmen entered the Khmer Rouge area in Ban Lung 
and began to work. The K.R. immediately detained them, as was their normal 
procedure, and sent one man back with a demand to be paid 40,000 baht. 

Yu Kon's brother said that the K.R. were always fair and businesslike. They 
only charged you once; the price was reasonable, and if you couldn't pay until 
you'd sold the wood, they were always willing to work something out. Such 
logging fees were, all in all, a very low part of overhead, which was itself quite 
low. The first time they met you, they put a gun to your head (usually a Kalish- 
nikov, an "Ah Ka") and set a price If you coughed up, they treated you right and 
never put a gun to your head again. The Reds set only one price. The Whites 



Vanny looks at the meticulously numbered photos of victims 
in Tuol Sleng, where her own brother was tortured to death. 




were always taking. No matter how much you gave them, they needed more. 

The owner of one lumber yard in Khlong Yai told me that all the good 
wood near the border was long gone; one had to travel three days by boat 
now to get comparable timber, and that was awfully dangerous, so one paid 
and paid. Hence Mr. Yu Kon took the boat to Ban Lung in the company of a 
laborer whom the K.R. had sent out on bail, so to speak, and ascending 
those clear-cut jungle mountains he met his Ah Ka-adorned business 
associates, who surely forebore to give him the barrel-to-the-forehead 
treatment, and he paid them the 40,000 in crisp thousand-baht notes and 
all was peachy. He and his three employees were walking away from that 




successful parley when one of them, more anxious than careful, stepped 
on a land mine. A click, a terrifying detonation, and the three became ham- 
burger. I assume that Mr. Yu Kon, in keeping with his higher status, was 
traveling at a slight distance from the others, for all that happened to him 
was the standard lesser evil: His leg was blown off. Hearing the blast, the 
Reds came running, tied off the gushing stump with a tourniquet, made him 
as comfortable as they could, put up markers around him, and vanished. It 
took people six days to find him. His brother estimated that he had died 
after two to three days, from pain and thirst. That was what tormented him 
the most, the brother said. He could not stop thinking about Yu Kon's long 
and lonely agony. He was not angry with the K.R. Land mines were an 
occupational hazard. He was angry with the Whites, who charged him 
33,000 baht to recover the bodies. 

BORAI, TRAT PROVINCE, THAILAND 

A month was gone, and because I still didn't know about Pol Pot's auto- 
matic death sentence for informers I still hoped to get permission to breeze 
into some K.R. camp or other in the jungle, just as I had always been able 
to do before with other guernlia groups. D. and I spent so many nights of 
sitting in cricket-crowded darkness, trying to talk with someone whose face 
was but a silhouette and whose language, rising and falling with what 
Westerners always rightly described as musical cadences, meant less to 
me than the sudden paleness of teeth smiling, or the moving darkness of a 
nod, or the shadow of fingers gesturing over a stone table. 

By virtue of his position in Borai, our friend Wall Safe was able to guar- 



antee the security of any K.R. member who cared to visit; as D. explained it 
to me, since he had to pay so much money to the police, the police had to 
listen to him. So he kept trying to get them to come, but they wouldn't 
come. Wall Safe said that three years ago it had been much easier. He 
showed off a .30 caliber Chinese Mauser pistol which the Khmer Rouge 
had given him. Usually they took more than they gave, he said with a laugh. 
He'd spent more than a year with them once, and they called him a friend, 
but every time he went into the jungle to see those friends, up would come 
the Ah Kas, pointing into his face, fingers on triggers, and then he'd have to 
give him his brand new M-16, his American Colt .45, or his Rollei camera, 
his Contax camera; now he took nothing but a cheap plastic point-and- 
shoot, sometimes he got so bored with replacing things, he said. Oh, but 
they were very nice, so nice when you got to know them; it was just their 
habit to strip you of your valuables; it was nothing personal. 

Over the weeks I knew Wall Safe, he tried very hard to help me. He didn't 
want me to end up like his other falang (foreigner) journalist friend who, 
despairing of getting permission to meet the K.R., had finally rented a 
motorcycle and headed for the border, where the K.R. awarded him an Ah 
Ka burst to the face. In the end, Wall Safe got me permission, but I didn't go 
because he estimated my chances of survival at 20 percent. He said that 
the K.R. had fragmented now, and the group that had accepted me might 
be ambushed by a group that didn't 

Why are they like that? 

Too many guns. Everyone has a gun, so no respect for the big soldiers 
anymore. Stupid, eh? Pol Pot he must kill only the wise and keep the stupid 
for control. 

PHNOM PENH (1996) 

There were so many cars and motorcycles in Phnom Penh now that I 
sometimes had to wait up to a minute before jaywalking when and where I 
pleased. At every corner now there were gem shops and gold shops. 
Schoolgirls went home on motorcycles; showgirls came from home. It took 
me at least five minutes of strolling to locate my first one-legged beggar, a 
former White soldier who doubtless was very fond of the K.R. The boy who 
sold me a fresh coconut full of juice beamed hopefully: Where you go? 
Killing field, genocide museum, national museum, national palace? 

When I mentioned the skulls on the shelves to the pro-Red souls on the 
Thai side of the border, I'd usually discern a more aggressive cast to their 
eyes: They were rich people and I was delving into their not very decent 
business practices, which indignant self-interest roused them to protect. 
But in Cambodia I saw in the eyes of those I questioned the dull, pathetic 
anger which I knew so well. When I asked my dear friend Vanny what she 
would have me ask Pol Pot if I met him, I saw the pain flood into her face 
and hated myself. It was necessary to do this. It was needful to be 
absolutely sure, to ask and ask and double-check everything, because one 
does not want to make any mistakes when one writes about Tuol Sleng. 
But I said to myself: I cant do this job much longer. 

Do you have anything you want me to say to him? I repeated. 

At first Vanny shook her head. Finally she said: Just I want to know why. 
Why he kill the people when he is Cambodian like them. 

Vanny had been a little girl when the Khmer Rouge were in power. 
They'd liquidated many members of her family. She remembered seeing 
Cambodians beat Cambodians to death with sticks. 

Not Vietnamese? 

Cambodians did it Red Khmer. 

There was a silence, and then she said: Now I tell my nephew, and he 
doesn't believe me. 

(Time was Pol Pot's secret weapon, as it has been Hitler's — although the 
latter's victory is posthumous. Just let a new generation come, a generation 
which has not seen, and it will not, cannot believe. In this restaurant which I 
remembered very well from the years before it had been filled with air- 




conditioned luxury and gold fringes and businessmen from China and 
Singapore with their hand phones, it was hard for me to believe.) 

Will you bring your nephew to see Tuol Sleng someday? I asked. 

I dont know. 

Have you been to Tuol Sleng? 
One time. 

How did you feel when you saw those things? 

She lowered her head, and as I looked at her my eyes began to ooze 
useless tears. 

I can hardly say how I was feeling, she whispered. 

A SMILE IN TUOL SLENG 

It was pretty much the same as before in that hideous place. I hadn't 
expected it to be different. The bloodstains on the floor had been scrubbed 
away or had crumbled away. In the rooms with those evil bed frames, the 
same black-and-white photographs were there, the photographs of the dark, 
rotten, and withered bodies which the Vietnamese had found there after the 
K.R. fled. Vanny said that when she came there in 1982, the bodies had still 
been on the beds. They were buried outside now, under white markers. 

We gazed together at a photograph of communal labor in the rice fields, 
and she said: I remember. I malaria. ..I do same like that. Too hot, too hot! 
No medicine and no can rest. Only working and so hot. 

We looked at the images of torture again, and I asked her: Did you see 
things like this? 

Yes, but I hide ... 

I asked if I could photograph her, and there in that place where they had 
tortured her brother to death she faced the camera and politely smiled. 

"AND THE ROOF OF MY HOUSE IS BROKEN" 

In Phnom Penh I had another friend, a motorcycle driver I had known for 
two years. At the end of the previous year, as he drove me to the airport, I 
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had confided to him that I was a journalist, and he told me that he sup- 
ported the Khmer Rouge. I asked him how well he knew that fine organization, 
and he told me that his sister was K.R. He'd gone to visit her once. She 
lived near Pailin, in a place long controlled by the insurgents. It had been a 
two-day ride on his motorcycle. He liked the K.R. very much, he said, 
because they were honest. His sister was happy and living well. She and 
her husband had two children. Most people in the Red zone were better off 
than poor people in Phnom Penh, he said. 
And is Pol Pot good or bad? 

Bad, he said. (I knew already that his father had starved to death in the 
Pol Pot time.) 

And the Khmer Rouge are the same as Pol Pot in their behavior, or 
different? 

Different, he said. 

I asked him to take me back to the killing fields at Choeung Ek. 

The mass graves were almost filled in now. In another five years they'd be 



level with the ground. There d been a flood, maybe many floods; the holes 
were sandy and dirty, with saplings already growing in them, but bend down 
and you could still gather all the teeth or bone fragments or scraps of wom- 
en's dresses you could possibly want; I didn't happen to want any. The heavy 
glass doors to the shelves of skulls were warped now. I took my photographs, 
hating the job, hating being back here. The skulls did not smell anymore, and 
I thought that they had darkened slightly. The motorcycle driver gazed into the 
mass graves and yawned. He had to bring tourists here almost every week. 

What do you think about the killing fields? 

Terrible, he said sincerely. 

Who do you think killed those people? 

They say Khmer Rouge, but I believe only a little. I don't know. 

What does your sister think about the killing fields? 

She's far from here. So she don't care. She was refugee from Vietnam and 
came here to Phnom Penh, but no house, no land except for rich people. 

But you have a house and land. 

No land, he returned with an angry smile. And the roof of my house 
is broken. 

ARANYAPRATHET, SA KAEO PROVINCE, THAILAND 
The merchants' dens, once just open-air flimflam stalls on a long zigzaggy 
lane of red dust and barbed wire, were becoming permanent; new blocks 
were in construction. Here it all was: phony sapphires, and occasionally 
real ones from Pailin, secondhand shirts, uniforms, and jeans with the body 
odor still in them, California raisins, Vietnamese model ships, and Chinese 
china. A filthy, bald little Cambodian urchin grabbed at my hand; I whirled 
him gently around my waist while his friend attempted to pick my pocket. 
People told me that more and more Cambodian businessmen were estab- 
lishing themselves over here; Poipet on the Khmer side was too dangerous. 
It was the Thais who had the money to buy, and they didn't like to go to 
Cambodia anymore. Soon D. and I saw the first one-legged little girl of the 
day; then we met an 11 -year-old boy whose arm was sickeningly scarred 
from elbow to wrist: accident from mine, he said. 

Our driver didn't like the Whites much. He said there was shooting just 
across the border every day — you could hear it from Thailand — and some 
of it was White against White, but mostly it was Red against White. He said 
that we could go to the hospital in Aranyaprathet any time and see the victims. 

What about all the people missing one leg? Are those mines laid by the 
Reds or the Whites? 

Mainly the Reds. 

And you don't feel sad for them? 

Before, a little bit sad, but see so many that now it become normal. 

He took us to the hospital to inspect that day's crop. Cambodians could 
come there for free if they didn't have money. Nobody new in the men's 
ward, but in the women's side there lay a young bride whose face was still 
somewhat pretty; she'd been cutting grass with two other girls, and one 
had stepped on a mine. The bride was the only survivor. No legs anymore. 
Her husband stood beside her bed, unmoving. I don't think the girl had 
realized yet what had happened to her. Maybe next year I'd see her on 
crutches, swinging herself wearily down some muddy street. I hoped that 
she was clever with her hands. 

"POL POT IS JUST ANOTHER WORD FOR KHMER ROUGE" 

Here he came at last, a skinny dirty boy. Call him Mr. Red, for he was the 

genuine article. 

How many are there in your family? I asked him. 

He's the number-one brother, D. intrepreted. Father die from sickness. 
Poor family. Mother selling vegetables at home. 

How did he join? 

He talk with someone he know. First time he become working with K.R., 
move heavy things for money. Not yet ten years old. 
Did he tell his mother he'd become Khmer Rouge? 
He dont tell. 

If he had told her, what would she have thought? 

Angry, and doesn't like. 

Why? 

Don't let him die. But very, very poor family. Must do. At ten years old he 
join. Go to fighting in Treng Province. Now he's 23. But maybe he little bit 
confused. Bill. From gun, earthquake voice make trouble in his head, so 
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cannot remember some things. 

How many people did you kill for the Khmer Rouge? I asked him directly. 

He kill 15 Whites. He shooting, and the people he kill were 18, 19 years 
old. He only tenl 

The first time he killed someone, what did he think? 

The boy touched his heart. He spoke quickly and firmly. — He was so 
sad for them. Because Khmer together. 

Then why did you kill them? 

Because shooting together. If I don't kill them, they kill us. 
In the Khmer Rouge did they ever talk to you about politics? 
Nobody even teach me about shooting gun, but I learn myself. 
So they didn't teach you any ideas at all? 

Like a big general come to teach: We are Khmer Rouge now. If someone 
come to spy, don't let them still alive. Ever try to be good Khmer Rouge. 
Have you ever heard the name Pol Pot?. 

Pol Pot is just another word for Khmer Rouge. Maybe not a person. But if 
a person, Pol Pot always have a black uniform, and wear red fabric on head 
and wear shoes from rubber. But he never see. 

And so once again, I thought, Pol Pot evaded understanding or judg- 
ment; even to his own followers he remained the faceless one, the great 
emptiness walking in rubber sandals. Charles de Gaulle once said that 
"authority requires prestige, and prestige requires remoteness." Here was 
remoteness with a vengeance. 

A BOGEYMAN AND A BARBECUED DOG 

The Thai police general said that last year the fighting between Reds and 
Whites had begun on the 20th of January. It was now Valentine's Day, and 
from here in Aranyaprathet down along the border to Trat, over a hundred 
Whites had died already, but only a few Reds. Every year they fought from 
January to June, and then they took a break until the fall. It was like cha- 
cha-cha, he said with a sunnily cynical grin. In the summer, he said, the 
Whites conquered Red territory, and in the winter it was the reverse. He 
said that two days ago in Battambang the Reds had been allowed to win, and 
they captured some equipment from the Whites. The next day the Whites won, 
capturing back their gear along with an equal array of Red weapons. They 
sold their booty to private bidders and split the profits with the Reds 50-50. 

The police general admired the Red system a good deal. In the K.R. 
area, students went to school, the women did their thing at home, and the 
soldiers fought. That was how life should be. The Whites had no system, he 
said, no law. He showed me a color photograph he'd taken the day before 
yesterday of a bleeding man. The soldiers of two adjacent White check- 
points had opened up on each other in some commercial dispute. He 
showed me a photograph of a parched plain on which a skinny and desperate 
family of Cambodians were barbecuing a dead dog. They had nothing else 
to eat, they'd told him. On the White side, said the police general, one was 
either obscenely rich (and I recollected all those new restaurants in Phnom 
Penh) or else one starved. That was why he preferred the Khmer Rouge. 

And Pol Pot, you like him? I asked. 

Oh, he's a bogeyman. Parents use his name to frighten their children. If 
you just say his name, children will scream and run away. He's too strict, 
too cruel. I've never seen him, of course.... 

But he heads the K.R., and you like the K.R. 

The police general finished his beer. — Soon the old man must die, he said. 
He and [K.R. General] Khieu Samphan and Prince Sihanouk — all the old 
generation. Then new people can come in to develop Cambodia. 

Who would you say is stronger, the Reds or the Whites? 

In this area, definitely the Reds. 

Is there any other difference between the two? 

Well, the Whites only care about money, money, money. The Reds follow 
the secret way. 

CONCERNING FRIENDSHIP, AND THE INTERVAL OF URINATION 
In a classic illustration of how one does indeed rise to one's proper level of 
incompetence, the White officer to whom the police general introduced me 
at the border the following day admitted that he didn't know so much these 
days, although he was in border intelligence, because he'd been promoted, 
so he just rode around in a car now; he never went data-collecting in the 
jungle anymore. His main task was to remind all his Thai counterparts to 
check all the IDs of Cambodians coming across the border. If they had 
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"Mr. Red, " now 23, has been a Khmer Rouge fighter since he was 
ten. He says he has killed 15 Whites, but has never met Pol Pot. 



identification, then they were White; they were O.K. If they had no papers, 
then they were certainly Red. 

What do you do when you catch a Red? I asked. 

Here on the Thai side I have no power, he said. I try to get the Thai police 
to help me bring them back to Cambodia. 

And then? 

And then I try to teach them, he said. I say: Do you want to change your 
mind or not? If they say yes, then it's O.K. I enroll them in the White army 
and give them one star or even two stars to make them happy. If they say 
no, I have to kill them right away, because they're so dangerous. I cannot 
even bring them to prison. 

He was very uneasy now, and busy to boot; he had to rush off because a 
battle had just broken out ten kilometers away. I asked the Thai police general 
what he thought about his colleague. — Before, he said, a Cambodian was 
your friend all day, and only changed his mind in the nighttime. Then they all 
started getting greedier, and a Cambodian was your friend for about an hour. 
Now a Cambodian is your friend for about as long as it takes him to piss. 

INTRODUCING MR. GOLD 

The driver had a friend named Mr. Gold — well, let me put this another way, 
for I am not sure that Mr. Gold had any friends. He was Khmer and had 
done a lot of work for Japanese journalists. One of D.'s friends had used 
him and said that he always got the goods, but finally dropped him because 
Mr. Gold was too greedy, too expensive. His was a dark, tight, blank, 
unfriendly face, half-concealed by dark glasses. It never smiled. It looked 
upon the world with indifference. When some device of avarice was con- 
ceived beneath the forehead's skin, then whispers might come out of the 
mouth; the face might readily bend, in order to mouth greedy and sinister 
breathings in D.'s ear, but the face itself expressed nothing, was nothing, 
had looked, I am sure, upon nothingness. 

Mr. Gold preferred the Red side, he said, because if you went to the 
Reds you could keep your power, but if you went to the Whites you must 
give everything up — like cutting off an arm and a leg, he said. 

We bought Mr. Gold expensive dinners every night and set him to work. 
His illicit excursions to the jungle on our behalf paid off, for despite Pol 
Pot's rather stern prohibition (any K.R. who was caught with a journalist got 
executed), he had found a Khmer Rouge "big general" who was willing to 
sing. This was no small accomplishment on his part. Nobody who was not 
a businessman met the K.R. anymore, it seemed. The Japanese journalists 
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were always trying. They threw their money around and generally managed 
to cross the mine fields by one secret way or another until they got to Bat- 
tambang. The Khmer Rouge finished a number of them off there. The police 
general had told me one story of a Japanese with a video camera worth 
one million baht. The Khmer Rouge shot him in the face and sold the cam- 
era for 100,000, which means that the only one who got any kind of story 
out of it was me, and it's not even a very interesting story, only sad and dis- 
gusting like all the other stories about this particular war. 

AN INTERVIEW WITH GENERAL X 

He frowned, folded his arms, and glowered, refusing to answer when I 
asked how he was. He crossed his ankles, put his head back against the 
wall, and gazed at the ceiling. 

He spread his fingers like wings and folded them in against his breast. His 




black eyes sparkled strangely. 

He said if we take picture of him, member see and must kill, said 0. 

When did you join the Khmer Rouge? 

1975. 

How old are you now? 

Thirty-six. 

So he was my age. 

He never looked at me except in side-flashes, and then quickly gazed away 
at the hall. I knew this much: Without the money he would never have come. 
How much was he actually getting? Mr. Gold, who sat blandly translating 
from Khmer to Thai in his melodious voice, had required 1 5,000 baht for this 
hour (although yesterday he'd told us 10,000). He'd said that the Thai soldiers 
required 5,000, and this general ten. But when it came time to pay Mr. Gold 
at the end of the interview, he drove the general away first. He did not want 
him to see that fat envelope which D. placed into his hands. My assumption is 
that Mr. Gold took at least half the money for himself, then told the general and 
the Thai soldiers that the stingy, no-good falang journalist had underpaid. 

The Khmer Rouge general glared at the ceiling. He wore dark clothing, 
one item of which was a brand new navy denim jacket with shiny buttons. 
My sense of symbolism was pleased to see that beneath the jacket he had 
on a red shirt. He was very slender and stern and resolute. 

Why did you join the Khmer Rouge? 

Because at that time Khmer Rouge can come winner from Lon Nol 
already. 

This was a clear answer, a reasonable answer, a fair answer. This Khmer 
Rouge was a careerist, not an ideologue, as one would have expected from 
his date of joining. But it made me sad, because that was how they all 
were. I longed to meet somebody like Hermann Goring, who at the Nurem- 
berg trials argued with the prosecutor point by point, unashamed to be a 
Nazi. This general was not going to be Goring. He was going to be another 
l-was-only-following-orders type. 

When you joined, did you become a Communist? 

Yes. 

What does Communism mean to you? 

Just fighting for something he want to do, fighting for some aim until suc- 
cess. For his feeling, everyone in the world want to get good things, but for 
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the small soldier, just doing, like you give me go to market, and I do, but I 
don't know what is the aim. 

When he said that, I felt a little sorry for him. Unlike Goring, he was not 
on trial for his life here. He could have blustered; he could have boasted; he 
could have said that he was proud of who and what he was. But even 
though he was a high-ranking general, he spoke like a "small soldier." A 
moment later, I felt even more sorry for him, because there came a hail- 
storm of knocking on the door and he almost fainted. It was only the maid, 
come to return our laundry. This general was truly in peril of his life, not 
from me, but from almost everyone else in Thailand. 

Do you know who Karl Marx is? I asked. 

He know about Marx-Lenin. He know their system. 

Can you describe that system? 

He don't know too much, but he know. Marx-Lenin system is very strong 
and strict. If they tell you do, then you must do, dead or alive. About the rule 



of Karl Marx they always make the tough rule. If they want you to go you 
have to go; if they tell you to stop you have to stop, tell you to turn right you 
have to turn right; you can't say no. If you say no they going to punish you. 

And Mao, do you know about him? 

China, said the general with a happy smile. 

Has he ever read the works of Mao? 

Never. He never have time for reading. For his own idea, never agree 
with Communism, he added unexpectedly. 
Did you have a happy life in the Pol Pot time? 
No, unhappy. 
Why? 

They made us adapt ourselves. The soldier need to take care for the bor- 
der and the women and the child work in the farm to develop country, like a 
big group. In the Communist system, must work in team. 

And what was your job? 

First time, he work like a citizen, work in a farm. After that he work in 
army camp. 

When did you first see a killed person, in the Lon Nol time or the Pol Pot 
time? 

Pol Pot time. 
When was that? 
1975, after Lon Nol finish. 
What happened? 

After finish fighting, and then have some order, if you are big general of 
Lon Nol, you must bring uniform to meet Sihanouk, and after that, generals 
all get on truck, and they kill them. 

Did you kill them? 

No. 

Who did it? 

He didn't know who. Just see dead people. 
How many? 

About three or four hundred persons. 
How were they killed? 

continued an page 1 14 




C 1 997 MOONUGHT IO»ACCO CO 



SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Quitting Smoking 
Now Greatly Reduces Serious Risks to Your Health. 



AVAILABLE IN LIMITED AREAS. / QUESTIONS/COMMENTS? CALL: 1-800-915-1212 

"B - LIGHTS BOX. PLANET LIGHTS BOX. SEDONA LIGHTS BOX: 11 mg. "tar", 0 8 mg. nicotine. ICEBOX MENTHOL 
LIGHTS BOX: 1 1 mg. "tar". 09 mg. nicotine. PLANET FULL FLAVOR BOX 15mg."tar", 1.0 mg. nicotine, 'B"FULL 
FLAVOR BOX SEDONA FULL FLAVOR BOX 16 mg. "tar". 1.3 mg. nicotine. JUMBOS W1DES FILTERS: 17 mg. "tar". 1.2 
mg nicotine, ICEBOX MENTHOL FULL FLAVOR BOX 19 mg "tar". 1.3 mg. nicotine, av. per cigarette by FTC method 



...and so did their 

NEIGHBORS 
downstairs! 



l 

Feels so GOOD, 



— you won't believe 
it's SAFER SEX. 



THE FEMALE CONDOM 



THE REALITY FEMALE CONDOM 



Imagine safer sex that's sensitive, uninhibited and 
totally satisfying for both of you. Don't believe usl 
Here are some reports by users: 

"My girlfriend and I are delighted with the 
]: | "Reality" female condom. Thank you for 
I creating such a comfortable and easy to use 
}s -J product. Although it is a little awkward at first, 

once inserted, it is a pleasure to use..." R.N. 

"/ fried your condom and it was comfortable and 
very sensual. My partner was skeptical at first, but 
once he got down to business, he really enjoyed the 
feel of it..." Rita A 

"After I used it a couple of times, it was 1-2-3, 
no problem!... " Debbie S. 



Use "Reality" to reduce the risk of pregnancy 
and sexually transmitted diseases (STDs) 



"The man doesn't feel as confined...! don't really 
notice it at all!. . . " Michele O. 



"// allows my partner to have a more 
natural sexual experience..." Beth Ann M. 

"It was not as difficult as I thought, and 
comfortable... " Chandra 



"Couldn't tell it was there..." Shea B. 



DOES IT PROTECT? 



Failure Rales, I Year Typical Use 1 Perfect Use ' 

KoqSrty female Condom j i ^ 5% 

Male Lolex Condom 1 2% yx, 
Cervical Cop | 8 5; g 1% 
Diaphragm | 8X 6% 
Spermicide 2 I% 6* 
Unprotected ^5% 

1 'typpfoT uw includm not ut'ng * at ail <* not utmg it conecny 

2 'p&fact' uw 11 when yoo use -So method coneeHy ever/ <"» you have sen 



Men Like it! Women like it! Available in drug 
stores nationwide in the female health section, or 
where male condoms are sold. 



SHOULD YOU TRY REALITY? 

Yes, if you: 

■ want to practice safer sex 

■ can't or won't use male condoms 

■ seek a new non-hormonal method 
of contraception and sexually 
transmitted disease prevention 

. use the pill but want an additional method to 
reduce the risk of STDs 

■ are allergic to latex 

■ If used property, male latex condoms are highly effective at preventing sexualy 
transmitted diseases, including AIDS [HIV infection) ■ If you are not going to 
use a mole latex condom, you can use "Realty" to help protect yourself and your 
partner. ■ "Reality" only works when you use it. Use it every lime you have sex. 

■ Before using "Reality", read the directions and learn how to use it property 

Call 1-800-274-6601 for: Free samples. 
Questions. Product Information. 

The Female Health Company ■ Chicago/London 
http://www.femalehealth.com 




WORDS FROM THE FRONT 




by Mike Goudreau 




Blood Feud 

Will killing animals save 
human lives? Two passionate 
activist groups clash over 
the ethics of AIDS research. 



THE OPEN hatred between AIDS activists and 
animal-rights advocates is, by now, easily sound- 
bited. ACT UP's Steve Michael: "How dare they 
equate our struggle for a cure with theirs over the 
rights of rats?" PETA's Dan Mathews: "Building 
careers on the lives of animals while waving the 
AIDS flag makes me sick." 

Deep resentment has been brewing between 
the two camps for years over the issue of animal 

experimentation in AIDS research. Still, the two 

camps had somehow managed to stay out of 
each other's way. But when San Francisco AIDS 
activist Jeff Getty gained national attention by 
allowing researchers to transplant into his body a 
baboon's bone marrow, PETA bristled. Even 
though the FDA had not requested that the animal 
be sacrificed for the experiment, Getty's doctors 
rationalized that if the baboon was killed and 
frozen, it could be tested in the event Getty 
became ill with an unfamiliar disease. PETA 
viewed the high-profile killing of the animal as a 



call to arms, and came out swinging against 
the entire field of animal experimentation in 
AIDS research. ACT UP — or at least several 
major chapters — went on the counteroffensive. 

Getty's experiment failed — the graft had no 
impact on his immune system — but it served as 
the catalyst for what is now becoming a mission 
for Getty and other AIDS activists: to demolish 
the credibility of animal-rights activists. Battle 
lines are now drawn between the two titans of 
grassroots activism: ACT UP (AIDS Coalition to 
Unleash Power), militant in its quest for an AIDS 
cure, and PETA (People for the Ethical Treatment of 
Animals), which believes that torturing and killing 
animals for human gain — any human gain — is im- 
moral and unethical. Both sides are passionate, 
media-savvy, and tenacious. Both sides are com- 
mitted to the saving of lives; each side accuses 
the other of cold-blooded murder. 

The beginnings of the feud can be traced to 
April 1989, when the activist group Animal Liber- 
ation Front made a pre-dawn break into animal- 
research facilities on the University of Arizona 
campus. The ALF set free some 1,200 lab rats, 
frogs, rabbits, and guinea pigs; torched two build- 
ings; and scrawled such messages as Animal 
research is scientific fraud! on the walls. Some 
of the research demolished by the activists was 
aimed at Cryptosporidium — a diarrhea-causing par- 
asite, sometimes found in drinking water, that can 
be deadly to people with AIDS. 

Several months earlier, Seattle's moderate 
animal-rights group Progressive Animal Welfare 



Society (PAWS) mounted a public campaign 
attacking the validity and humanity of the work of 
Dr. Hans Ochs of the University of Washington. 
Ochs was seeking a $2 million grant from the 
National Institutes of Health; he wanted to inject 
30 pregnant macaque monkeys with an HIV-like 
virus in order to study its transmission to off- 
spring. Ochs's proposal had been rejected by the 
NIH before, and once again, he did not get the 
grant — a decision some attributed to the animal- 
rights pressure. AIDS activists contend that these 
and other interferences have blocked vital 
research on AIDS. 

The baseline belief among pro-animal re- 
search activists is that humans are superior to, 
and therefore more important than, animals. Most 
people, deep down, probably agree with that. But 
ACT UP has brought a new zeal, stripped of any 
anguish or ambiguity, to an ancient question. It's 
not, "How dare you do this to people?" but, "How 
dare you do this to people with AIDS? 

ACT UP has joined forces with the biomedical 
industry in its battle against PETA. Americans for 
Medical Progress, for example, which has helped 
to plan and finance many of ACT UP's and particu- 
larly Getty's strategic protests, was founded by U.S. 
Surgical Corp; that company came under fire sev- 
eral years ago when animal-rights activists 
learned its salespeople were killing thousands of 
live dogs to market products such as their surgi- 
cal staples. Joining in ACT UP's all-out publicity 
war, AMP has run full-page newspaper ads 
denouncing PETA, urging Hollywood celebrities 
to shed their allegiance. Medical Progress or 
PETA? reads the ad. It's Your Choice. AMP's 
Susan Paris says she views animal-rights activ- 
ism as "a huge, dangerous movement." "With 
their campaigns and lies and rhetoric, I see simi- 
larities between them and the rise of Hitler," she 
says. "They're infiltrating everywhere." 

Hostilities have escalated to the point of shout- 
ing matches and fist fights on several occasions. 
Getty and AMP blocked traffic and held press 
conferences to lash out at PETA during June's 
World Animal Awareness Week. When CNN's 
cameras caught two animal-rights activists being 
dragged out of an AMP press conference, "AIDS 
research vs. animal rights" officially had a image 
attached to it: The two groups that had so many 
times used such tactics against the evil establish- 
ment were now using them against each other. 
The clash has caused dissention within ACT 
UP — at least two chapters have sided with 
PETA — and has left celebrities caught in a tug-of- 
war between two causes they passionately sup- 
port and are now forced to choose between. 

"These people gave up their fur coats for this 
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issue," said Peter Cashman of ACT UP Los Ange- 
les, eyeing a stretch limousine making its way to 
PETA's celebrity-studded Animals Ball and 
Humanitarian Awards gala in Hollywood last 
December. "But they're asking us to give up our 
lives.'' Outside the glitzy hall, the picketers shout- 
ing and bearing signs reading PETA Lies and 
Treat People Ethically Tool included members 
of ACT UP L.A. and AMP as well as various rep- 
resentatives of the biomedical and vivisection 
industry. AMP also accompanied ACT UP Golden 
Gate to Washington, D.C., last June to protest the 
animal-rights convention. "We made a pretty 
good dent," says AMP's Paris, "because a lot of 
people did not want to cross an AIDS picket line 
to support animal rights." 

AMP's position, as proclaimed in a press re- 
lease, is that the animal-rights agenda is the "great- 
est immediate threat to the lives of people with 
HIV and AIDS." But PETA counters that animal 
research is not just inhumane but also wasteful 
and scientifically invalid: As animal-experimenta- 
tion researcher Dr. Tony Page points out, animal 
physiology is different enough from human that 
test results can be meaningless, or worse. Thal- 
idomine, for example, is all but harmless to rats 
but causes neurological damage and severe birth 
defects in humans. Rabbits can survive nearly 30 
times the amount of strychnine that would kill a 
person. In Britain, a heart-disease drug that had 
passed safely through animal tests apparently 
killed several human patients. And even animal- 
testing supporters agree that there is no usable 
animal model for HIV and AIDS: The attempt to 




An ACT UP member argues for animal testing. 

make animals sick with HIV has been a near-total 
failure. "Once people recognize the flawed science 
of animal testing," says PETA's Mathews, "they be- 
come much more open to the ethical argument." 

Mainstream research does seem to be backing 
away from animal testing, because of high costs 
and the increasing computerization of medicine 
as well as negative publicity. On the other hand, 
animal research is still big business; the NIH ear- 
marked $34 million for "animal models and 
related studies" last year. That amount doesn't 
necessarily include research on AIDS drugs, 
which the FDA requires to be tested for toxicity in 



animals before approval. Most of the AIDS 
research community 'still believes that animal 
testing is necessary, that it cannot yet be 
replaced — as animal-rights activists contend — by 
human clinical, epidemiological, and in vitro (test 
tube) studies and by computer models. 

"If you want to study a complex disease 
process, you have to study it in a living organism 
of some kind," says Dr. Jack Kiilen, director of the 
Division of AIDS at the NIH. "Animal models are 
models — they don't provide the answer. But they 
are models, they give you leads. Otherwise, you 
are shooting blind." 

"All of the great drugs in the system right now 
benefited from animal research," adds Mike 
Shriver, director of public policy for the National 
Association of People with AIDS. "All of them." 

Mathews, though, sees no reason to be thank- 
ful for those "great drugs," none of which has 
been proven to extend life. "The industry is drain- 
ing the pockets of people with AIDS and giving 
them drugs that make them sick," he says. "AIDS 
will be the one medical issue that breaks the back 
of the animal-research industry." 

Like the abortion battle, the debate is grid- 
locked over a question that can perhaps never be 
resolved: What value should we place on different 
forms of life? PETA's main spokesperson on this 
issue, Steve Simmons, has weighed the question 
carefully: He has full-blown AIDS. A few months 
before he was hospitalized in critical condition, he 
said, "Living with AIDS has only strengthened my 
conviction that torturing animals has nothing to 
do with curing the disease." • 
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Eye Spy 



WHILE THE INTERNET is the backbone of the Global Village, Web Cams, live-video 
portholes to life offline, are the eyes. The concept that started in 1991 with a lone lens 
aimed at a coffee pot in the University of Cambridge computer lab is as simple as it is 
mundane: Hook up a video camera to a computer, point it at something like an Arizona 
nightclub's mosh pit (http://hotcong.com/congo/club/cam.html) or a rotting chunk of 
Spam (http://wvvw.fright.com/cgi-bin/spamcam), then beam onto a Web page— preferably 
all day, every day. 

Andy Warhol would appreciate the pop voyeurism of street-corner Cams like the one 
on the notorious Hollywood and Vine intersection (http://hollywood.bhi.hollywood.ca. 
us:80007pictures/image01.gif) or the infamous ThingTV, which once leered down on New 
York City's lascivious 1 1th Avenue and 28th Street juncture. These inconspicuous 
surveillance cameras are great for eavesdropping on an old neighborhood or inventing 
quotidian dramas about random street vagrants. More inane are the Cams exhibitionists 
tum on themselves, after spending a few minutes peeping into the pallid den of some 
Dutch guy named Petra (http://www.widexs.com/cam/), The Real World doesn't seem 
half bad. For lurkers who want more hands-on voyeurism, the Interactive Model Railroad 
(http^/rr-vs.informatik.uni-ulm.de/rr/) includes directional icons to make a set of model 
trains run and, for the lucky, crash (some of the better collisions are available as 
video downloads). And if watching grass grow sounds more exciting than these sites, 
don't worry: There's a Web Cam at Ars Electronica Center's Tele-Garden 
(http //telegarden aec.at\cgi-bin\gard-image\G ) filming a nice hunk of sod just for you. 

96 SPIN 



Copyrighted material 



Medium Elite 



For the past year, major labels have been hyping enhanced CDs, audio/multimedia 
hybrids that. In reality, are little more than digitized press kits. Enter OM Records, a San 
Francisco-based indie outfit whose latest releases are making good on the format's 
promise. Mushroom Jazz, an acid-bop collection by DJ Mark Farina, features a desktop 
mixing-station that lets listeners remix the album's tracks, while Soul Motion gives 

some cultural context to a 70s-style 
soul compilation with vintage trailers 
from the blaxploitation classics Shaft 
and Superfly. And unlike the offerings 
from the majors, OM's two-disc sets 
(one audio, one CD-ROM) cost only a 
buck more than a regular CD. 




Data Surf 



Too burned out to go scavenging for your info fix online? NewsCatcher 
($150), a wireless, Windows 95 desktop receiver, can do the dirty work 
for you. This Rubik's Cube-size pyramid sits on top of a computer 
monitor and fetches everything from breaking stories to film reviews 
via AirMedia Live, an Internet broadcast service with sources like 
Reuters and SportsLine. All the headlines are arranged under a 
concise icon bar, so getting a host of links on the latest hoops scores 
is as easy as clicking the basketball button. And since it doesn't eat 
up a phone line, NewsCatcher works in the background while you play 
network Marathon or just loaf around offline. 



Head Games 




Anyone who ever believed in Ouija boards will want to try out 
MindDrive ($130), the first CD-ROM gaming system controlled by 
thought alone. Instead of wiggling a joystick, players slip on a finger 
pad (built in sensors pick up the "bio-electric signals" that send 
commands to your body parts) and simply think in the direction they 
want the MindSkier or MindBowling ball to go. It sounds like something 
out of a David Copperfield special, but with 
a clear head and some serious patience, 
these games actually work. 




Above, 

the MindDrive 
sensor. Right, 
the Pinball 
Mind Game. 
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"We're into strength like hip-hop is into shakin' your body. After all, Sheik is a strong, thin 
planet rockin' Durex condom, the #1 brand in the world. Hey, if it's good enough for dudes 
in I'aris, it oughta be good enough for you. So stock up. Get ready. And go get some. 
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Copyrighted material 



PAVEMENT 
Brighten the Corners 

Matador/Capitol 

THE PREEMINENT INDIE-ROCK band of the '90s, Pavement have always been 
the boys with the most cake. At once artily dissonant and undeniably 
anthemic, elliptical and scathingly purist, they've gotten to have their cool 
and eat it too. Up through the alt-rock semi-hit "Cut Your Hair," nothing 
stuck to Pavement: Their every monster riff came with a self-conscious cri- 
tique ("monster riff" — huh huh huh), while Stephen Malkmus's lyrics 
accommodated multiple, often opposing readings. The band even eluded 
capture for Malkmus's infamous anti-Smashing Pumpkins rant on Crooked 
Rain, Crooked Rain — the sentiments expressed, explained the 
singer, were meant to be those of an aging California 
country rocker. 

On Pavement's 1995 album Wowee Zowee, 
the control jocks slipped up a bit. They 
started falling for the rapture— rock cathar- 
sis, fucking, empathy — and forgetting to 
poke smart-ass holes in it. Pavement 
revealed a deeper sensuality, a new 
vulnerability, which some longtime 
fans called "overdramatic." This 
heretic critic would trade all the 
pre-Wowee Zowee output for the 
first verse and chorus of "Rattled by 
the Rush" simply because indie 
rock's Grace Kelly felt himself mor- 
phing into Ingrid Bergman for a 
moment; and that motion was fucked 
up, sexy, and tons more thrilling than 
whether Northern California should 
secede from the state. 

And now comes Brighten the Cor- 
ners, which, musically at least, steps 
off the cliff into bliss ocean. All mid- 
tempo sweet-and-sour crunch, the 
- album earns its name by sweeping out 
Wowee Zowee's protective filter and 
spotlighting the Pavement collection of 
sharp, shiny hooks with a higher-watt 
bulb. Recorded with Mitch "Murmur" 
Easter at his home studio, these tunes 
want you and they're not shy about it. 
They catch you up', charm, rouse, and 
freak you, and don't often ridicule 
(exception: the turgid rave-up rock jest 

"We Are Underused"). All with more 

wit and definition than Pavement 
showed on Slanted and Enchanted, and 
less of the caginess of Crooked Rain, 
Crooked Rain and Wowee Zowee. 

But at the same time, Malkmus has 
pulled down a veil of brittle vocal man- 
nerisms and prose, a careful distance all the more startling for how much 
snarl and purr he proffered on Wowee Zowee. Perhaps precisely because 
the music has opened itself so wide, wordy rappinghood has got his lust in 
check, if not his babble. He only admits to coveting privacy (the delightfully 
woozy "Shady Lane"), noncommittal flux ("Starlings of the Slipstream"), 
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and the right to be alienated about his power to create even as he exploits 
the privilege ("Stereo"). "I waltz across the wilderness," he claims derisively 
in the nightmare carnival ride "Transport Is Arranged," "With nothing but a 
compass and a canteen [and gnarly guitar whine] / Setting the scenes." 
If anything escapes Malkmus's deliberate performance here, it's his dis- 
comfort with the physical power to originate. Any indie apostate 
who suspected that Wowee Zowee's "Fight This Genera- 
tion" had more to with sperm-meets-egg than with X 
will find much ammunition throughout Brighten the 
Corners: "Man is breeding forever," keens Malk- 
mus in "Fin." The uneasiness reaches its 
apex in the delicately poised sexual stasis 
of "Type Slowly": "The edge of creation is 
blurred and blushed," croons Malkmus, 
before yelping out in a panicky Palace 
style: "Not a lot of room to grow inside 
this leather terrarium." 

I see these comical complaints as 
part of Malkmus's effort to offset the 
music's generative, boundary-crossing 
rush, to keep his self from disappear- 
ing into it. Yet why does he use the 
womb and women to stand for what he's 
trying to fend off? In "Transport Is 
Arranged," the singer follows up a line 
about hating all he touches with the 
vastly condescending assurance "I know 
you're my lady, but...." (Stereo)type more 
slowly, please. 

Malkmus-the-lyricist's prevarications 
seem doubly unfortunate given the 
insistence of his songs. Brighten the 
Corners is a guitar-rock album invigo- 
rated by hip-hop, in the same way Mar- 
quee Moon was a guitar-rock album 
invigorated by reggae. "It's in / How you 
inflect," pulses Malkmus on "Blue Hawai- 
ian," a song whose shape is bent as 
much by De La Soul's "Buddy" groove 
as by Neil Young's edge-walking solos. 

You might dub Brighten the Comers 
a "classic rock" album, because, from 
its hungry musical fusion to its dicey 
sexual politics, that's exactly what it is. 
If it provides a blueprint and some sar- 
donic commentary ("Hey, listen to mel 
I'm on stereo'"), well, so do commer- 
cials these days. In the album's melancholy coda, Malkmus warbles, 
"I trust you will tell me if I am making a fool of myself." He is, of course, 
and so is Pavement; but when I'm caught up, say, in the bitchy rap and 
curled-coil riff of "Embassy Row," it's difficult to care. Like man, rock is 
breeding forever. Oh yeah. term sutton 
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News Flash! In a press conference in Oakland, 
rapper Dm Down announced he was the illegitimate 
son of Bootsy Collins, sending the music world into a 
tizzy. A tearful Dru and Bootsy met the media, telling 
a lurid tale of seduction, desertion, and reunification. 
Vowing to work together. Dru and Bootsy world- 
premiered their duet single . a rap- 
turous combination of rap and funk that is sure 
to set the clubs ablaze this chilly winter. Dru Down is 
Oakland's Mack Of The Year, and if you want to know 
how to roll like a pimp check out 

Frankie Cutlass - If there is such a thing as a great- 
est hits of New York Hip Hop coming out this year, 
it's the new album from Frankie 

Cutlass, one of NTs most celebrated DJ's. and it 
features guest performances by Mobb Deep. Busta 
Rhymes. Fat Joe. Heltah Skeltah. Biz Markie and 2 
special platinum rappers whose names we can't 
mention here. If you are into hip hop music, you'll 
love this album. The Source Magazine writes. "With 
a platoon-sized roster full of top choice talent, this 
latest from a 'real live Boriqua' nigga like Cutlass 
should expand his fan base beyond the NY metro 
and re-establish Latinos. ..as true members of the 
Hip-Hop Nation". 

Tela - Southern funk at its finest from the hottest 
label in the south. Suave Records. If you're into playa 
music this is the record for you. featuring label 
mates Crime Boss. Mr. Mike and 8 Ball. The first 
single and video. . is blowing up across 

the country. A hymn to strip clubs everywhere 
featuring verses like: 
What time the club close at three? 
What's up. You coming with me? 
We can smoke up mad trees, 
after you get up off your knees 
You want some cheese, hoe please. 

tricks don't stay at the Suave House 

Hoes around my nuts tike gnats. 

real dogs don't play with cats 

That's for real baby, recognize and show me love 

Dig that shit. Sho Nuff. 

And now the best for last, it's all Mo Thugs. Bone, 
along with Relativity, are proud to announce the 
launch of their new label. Mo thugs Records. Their 
first LP. . featuring 

Layzie Bone. Krayzie Bone, and Resh-N-Bone. just 
went platinum. The new single is 
from Tre. featuring Krayzie Bone. If you like R&B. 
this is the record for you. These are the girls from 
the video, and we think they're going 

to be big stars. 

Also look out for: 

DJ Honda - A Japanese DJ whose album is banging 
hip hop heads everywhere, featuring a who's who of 
east coast artists. M O P - A new single. 

. dropping now. PMD - Get ready for the 
new single with Mobb Deep, entitled 
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LU FREEDY JOHNSTON 
Never Home 

Elektra 

In 1992, defying the taste for tor- 
tured chaos the triumph of Never- 
mind signified, Freedy Johnston 
released the best album he'll ever 
make in his life. Contained, mature, 
realistic in philosophy and aesthetic, 
its every goddamned song a keeper, 
Can You Fly was a flat-out monu- 
ment of singer/songwriterdom — up 
there with Randy Newman's 12 
Songs, Joni Mitchell's For the 
Roses, and other such prepunk arti- 
facts. The Kansas-born, Hoboken, 
New Jersey fixture is modest in 
everything but his perfectionism, 

his rage repressed if that and his 
confusion a puzzlement so perma- 
nent it comes as naturally as breath- 
ing. His epiphanies evoke a heart- 
land miniaturist like Bobbie Ann 
Mason more than any rock artiste. 
And though he's all for fast and 
loud — he's been known to front a 
punky Embarrassment tribute 
band — his 70s-style studio rock 
definitely won't scare Metallica into 
changing their hairdos again. 

Can You Fly got him a major-label 
deal, naturally, and almost as natu- 
rally, 1994 s This Perfect World 
sounded a little stiff, too conscious of 
its commercial destiny. So I'm re- 
lieved to report that on Never Home, 
Johnston's matched gifts for the 
memorable tune, the telling phrase, 
and the painful situation all reassert 
themselves. New producer Danny 
Kortchmar, who goes back to Carole 
King and James Taylor, is an impec- 
cably catchy studio guitarist better- 
suited to Johnston's sensibility than 
this Perfect World's Butch Vlg. Not 
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every song is a keeper, but more 
than half are, and nothing goes by 
without waving hello. 

Always partial to the repre- 
sentational, Johnston has gotten 
more literal as he's mastered his 
craft — "On the Way Out" is really 
about a shoplifter, "Western Sky" 
really about a pilot's son who won't 
take the plane because his dad died 
in one. Significantly, though, "West- 
ern Sky" is also about a warm, 
strong marriage, since like all his 
colleagues Johnston keeps re- 
turning to the theme of troubled 
love. Give him credit for making 
sure that not every relationship he 
writes about is merely doomed. On 
"He Wasn't Murdered," a guy who 
walks out ends up calling home; in 
"Seventies Girl," a guy who's hang- 
ing in there is determined to quench 
that old flame; in "Gone to See the 
Fire," a gal hasn't left the pyro- 
maniac yet, although she probably 
will (and should). And "If It's True" is a 
heartbreaker. The story of a preg- 
nancy scare that could go any which 
way, it's jam-packed with enough 
emotion and uncertainty to con- 
vince any reasonable tortured teen 
that singer/songwriters have their 
place after all. Robert chri stgau 



EM VERUCA SALT 
Eight Arms to Hold You 

DGC 

I bet Nina Gordon gets called "Hon" 
a lot by waitresses. She has that 

kind of voice; the kind that has to 
squeeze big words through a pint- 
sized throat hole; the kind that 
makes you write a song about your 
inner "Seether" even though you 
sound so cute when you're mad; the 1 
kind that's un-tough enough so you 
compensate by hiring gruff guru 
Steve Albini to engineer your unla- 
dylike EP Blow It Out Your Ass It's 
Veruca Salt. Despite all her rage, 
she's still just a brat up on stage. 

Well, rock'n'roll still needs all the 
girlie brats it can get if you ask me. 
Veruca's likable debut, American 
Thighs, seemed fresh because of 
the way Chicago frontwomen Gor- 
don and Louise Post's snotty-sweet 
anecdotes about when your "night- 
gown is in knots" played against 
grungey guitar riffs. Their shifting 
voices, as they took turns singing 
lead, had the_added effect of feeling 
like they were talking (and listening) 
to each other. 

Nearly three years later, they're 
still chatting. Their themes, which 
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can be boiled down to "I'm lonely" 
and "You're wrong," haven't changed 
much on the new Eight Arms to Hold 
You. What has changed is the inten- 
sity of their arrangements, cranked 
up thanks to Metallica and Def Lep- 
pard producer Bob Rock. Veruca 
Salt want to sound bad to the bone. 

Not that they've ditched delicacy 
completely. Post's romantic heart pro- 
vides a contrast for Gordon's smart 
mouth; in her ballad "Loneliness Is 
Worse," Post pines "Don't you want 
to be happy with me" at her dearly 




departed. Meanwhile, Gordon knocks 
off lines to her lovers like "Now 
you're gone and I don't think I care." 

The only man she really falls for 
here is a certain British pop star. 
"With David Bowie" implies she re- 
ceives subliminal messages in his 
songs: "You want me to sing / 1 can! / 1 



can!" Bowie probably couldn't give a 
white wig, but it's enough for Gor- 
don to believe someone wants to hear 
what she has to say. And you've got 
to hope, now that Veruca Salt have 
invaded the dingy men's room called 
power pop as successfully as any 
other female-led band, that someone's 
going to listen. sarah vowell 



U MOBY 
Animal Rights 

Elektra 

Six songs into this follow-up to last 
year's Everything Is Wrong, Moby 
burns rubber. "Come on Baby," it's 
called, and it's all anyone could ask 
for: a sensational, boogie-fed sex- 
rant that begs "Let me feel my gift to 
God grow." The giant hook that spins 
out of the song has a slippery char- 
isma, recharging rhythms that get 
jungle intricacy and rock authority 
exactly right. A couple of time-filling 
quasi instrumentals later, Moby does 
it again with "Say It's All Mine," the 
second and final reason to hear this 
album. After building atmospheri- 
cally though verses that wonder 
"Did you ever slip into my ozone?" 
and on to one of those glam-ugly 



choruses perfected by the Cult and 
made solemnly '90s by Sound- 
garden, Moby rips his voice apart 
like Kurt Cobain. We're talking two 
first-rate singles here, ZZ Top fans. 

The rest of Animal Rights is odd 
and bewildering and off and frustrat- 
ing; it sounds like the album Moby 
might have made before, not after, 
Everything Is Wrong. That record 
was no masterpiece; it also willfully 
removed itself from the radical 
notions, ideas, and hunches that 
have long animated techno and post 
techno. Still, it managed spirit, vibe, 
flair, and — in that silly field that actu- 
ally thought you could do without 
it — starpower. But on Animal Rights, 
Moby's insistence that rock is rock, 
techno is techno, and electronic 
intellectuals should keep to England 
just undoes him. 

Songs like "Someone to Love," 
"Heavy Flow," and "You" adapt '80s 
hardcore spew to slightly Moby-ized 
hard-rock arrangements. They're 
about as interesting as graph paper, 
but Moby produces them as if his 
punk melodies were timeless as 
Lennon-McCartney. Where Aphex 
Twin or Underworld would have pin- 
pointed the rage or angularity of such 
sources, then rerouted them into 
their 1996 visual and compositional 



equivalents, Moby just boorishly 
classicizes with an electronic twinge 
or two. A dull account of Mission 
of Burma's "That's When I Reach for 
My Revolver" explores a similar 
vein. By the time he's reserved 
almost the second half of the 
album for the gooey ambient sym- 
phonies of simple pieces like "Face 
It" or the somewhat pretty Pink 
Floydisms of "Living," even his star- 
power has faded. james hunter 



EM BJORK 

Telegram 

Elektra 

A poet raised by hippies in a coun- 
try where elves are real and sex is a 
nervous habit, famous for more of 
her life than Alanis Morissette, Bjork 
retains a singular and contrary style 
almost too bizarre for its own good. 
Let's not forget that "Birthday," her 
first hit with the Sugarcubes, was a 
song about consensual child molesta- 
tion. Add to that a penchant for tech- 
nology and a voice so jarringly emo- 
tional and passionate that it can get 
embarrassing, and you've got a 
21st-century superstar only Anthony 
Burgess could have dreamed up. 




The question is really 'what IS a Classic' 

Is a classic 'classical' music? well, obviously it isn't. 
A classic is what is enduring, Philip Glass 





i 



TO ORDER BY PHONE 



1-HQD RSH 



mums- yiM-MM 



. | Rl HOD LDCATTT1E 



Philip has put more of rimserl m 
this new aloum. but the irony is 
that I beNeve that he's actually 
put his finger on more of my 
original voice. d**i r*»w 
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SYMPHOnY 

by PHILIP GLASS from the music of David Bowie 5 Brian Eno 



In February 1993. Philip Glass 
broke new ground with the 
release of "Low" Symphony, 
a mesmerizing tribute to 
the pioneering music of 
David Bowie and Brian Eno. 
Now. Glass turns to the 
progressive 1977 Bowie/Eno 
album Heroes for inspiration 
for his next symphony. 
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SYMPHOnY 

by PHILIP GLASS Irnm the music of David Bowie E Bran Eno 




HERE'S YOUR 
CHANCE TO SEE 
THE BAND OF 
YOUR CHOICE 

LIVE! 



New York, Macy's Herald Square 

Los Angeles, Macy's Glendole 
Philadelphia, Macy's King a( Prussia 
Boston, Macy's Downtown Boston 
San Francisco, Macy's Valley Fair 

Florida, Macy's Plantation 
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Enter to win 2 free concert tickets at the participating stores above 
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dom drawing on or about 04/15/97. For a copy of the winners Hst. send a self-addressed, 
stamped envelope to "Drakkar Noir Winners List", do SPIN. 6 West 18th Street New Yak. NY 
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It's typically atypical, then, that 
Bjork should follow up her second 
LP, Post, the Another Green World 
of the lounge/rave set, with Telegram, 
a funked-up, schizophrenic Posf 
redux. While other artists, including 
the Sugarcubes themselves, have 
released albums of remixed hits, 
Bjork has rearranged nine of Post's 
songs and added a new vibraphone- 
and-voice duet, "My Spine." The 
string quartet on "Hyperballad" that 
took a backseat on Post has taken 
over the Telegram mix, twisting 
around Bjork's breathy growl; you no 
longer wonder why she's chosen to 
interpret Schoenberg's impossible 
vocal suite Pierrot Lunaire as a 
future project. On the aptly named 
"Further Over the Edge" mix of 
"Enjoy," cowritten with Tricky, she's 
rendered an already difficult song 
into an Amtrak derailment — though it 
still somehow echoes Devo's version 




JUST THE STORE YOU'VE BEEN SHOPPING FOR 



of "Working in the Coal Mine." 

Yet Telegram also works to soothe 
some of Posfs radio unfriendliness, 
sloughing off jazzy pretensions to 
split the difference between that al- 
bum and her hit Debut. Ifd be hard to 
better the exotic texture of "Isobel" on 
Post, but Telegram's Motown-y disco 
rendition holds its own, and with — 
gulp! — renewed hit potential. Ulti- 
mately, Telegram isn't so much an 
admission that Posf wasn't commer- 
cially viable as an attempt to make the 
album more of what it already is, let- 
ting the songs breathe in a slightly dif- 
ferent way for those of us back here in 
the 20th century, james hannaham 



Lll DAVID BOWIE 
Earthling 

Virgin 

David Bowie's last ten years have 
been as pointless as Mick Jagger's; 
to no avail, he's jumped from soupy 
art-rocker to Tin Ear Machine to 
Nothing Goin' on but the Trent. Earth- 
ling is his first credible stab at a 
vanguard styling since his Brian Eno 
days, a collection of nine tunes surf- 
ing the wave of dance music that's 
everyone's best bet for next big thing. 



Though half the songs borrow 
from acid house and techno, it's the 
jungle tunes that have gotten the 
most hype. Bowie isn't the first pop 
act to try on the guise of Thin White 
Junglist. But where Everything but 
the Girl culled the jazzier, mellower 
side of drum'n'bass, Bowie's brave- 
ly trying on the harder-step stuff, 
which has a far cagier relationship 
to the marketplace — and whose par- 
tisans are more likely to tag out- 
siders as carpetbaggers. 

Fortunately, the record's not an 
embarrassment at all; Bowie and 
co-producers Reeves Gabrels and 
Mark Plati have apparently done the 
jungle programming themselves, 
and they make the drums fit the 
songs fine. There's even some inno- 
vation here — I haven't heard any 
jungle track that integrates squeal- 
ing lead guitar the way the first sin- 
gle, "Little Wonder," does; I suspect 
others will follow. And there's no 
denying that Bowie sounds jazzed. 

Only problem is, jungle's great 
strength is to replace the first-person 
ego at the center of pop with a foam- 
ing, oceanic sprawl. But on tracks 
like "Battle for Britain (The Letter)" 
and "Telling Lies," Bowie's familiar, 
overripe sense of melodrama remains 
intact. The last time he gave that up 
was in the late '70s, when he sub- 
jected himself to Eno's indeterminacy 
practices; here, only on "The Last 
Thing You Should Do" does the music 
get crazed enough to unseat him. 

For a taste of where this project 
could have gone, check out the im- 
port 12-inch of "Telling Lies," where 
Bowie surrenders himself to the re- 
mix (surprisingly, coproducer Plati's 
reconstruction is superior to that of 
junglist pioneer A Guy Called Ger- 
ald). Unfortunately, only DJs and 
heads buy 12-inches, much less 
import 12-inches; albums, however, 
are for everyone else, which may 
have prompted the cautiousness 
that keeps Earthling earthbound. 

JEFF SALAMON 



KM ELLIOTT SMITH 
EitherlOr 

Kill Rock Stars 



KM THE SOFTIES 
Winter Pageant 

K 

Lou Barlow better watch out — Elliott 
Smith ends his third solo album with 
a fairly irresistible plea for a girl 
who'll be around "the morning after." 




to encounter the louche singer. It traces his late- 50s beginnings as a 
piano-playing "realist singer" in the style of Jacques Brel, through an 
early- 60s jazz period. His mid- 60s flowering as the Genet of cocktail 
hour is well documented, and the box continues on to his '70s and '80s 
disco and reggae excursions — though not included here, Gainsbourg 
even recorded a version of La Marseillaise set to music by Sly & Robbie. 

The single-disc collections break down like this: Ou Jazz Dans le 
Ravin showcases his early-'60s cool jazz, heavy on the tinkling, and 
Couleur Cafe spotlights a flaneur's passing interest in Afro-Cuban 
rhythms. Comic Strip is the essential single disc, featuring "Je 



T'aime Moi Non Plus." as well ; 
scarfing "Shebang! Pow! Wiz!," 
and a tune which translates as 
"Requiem for a Cunt." 

Born of Russian emigre 
parents, Gainsbourg studied 
painting, and throughout his 
life dismissed pop music as 
"a minor art." Yet when he 
died at the age of 62 in ,' 
1991, after a life's work > 
of debauchery had 
made French toast jj 
of his liver, Francois 
Mirterand mourned » ■ 
him and Jacques ^Hr*0 
Chirac declared him &*\ 
superbe "Ugliness is 
superior to beauty. jjM- 
because it lasts longer," 
he once had the gall to Bft 
proclaim. Gainsbourg lived fast 
and left an ugly corpse. The Fre 
have a word for it. But then, the; 
have a word for everything. 
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And Smith himself better watch 
out — if he gets any more charis- 
matic, his label might have to kill 
him. EitherlOr ranges from low-fi 
sparseness to rock with a melodi- 
cism Smith's band Heatmiser has 
yet to match. On "Ballad of Big 
Nothing," Smith makes "You can do 
what you want to / Whatever you 
want to" sound like a curse. The 
message? Total freedom breeds 
numb discontent. I guess. 

Though the harrowing heroin 
tales of Smith's last album are gone, 
his frequent alcoholidays suggest a 
less outwardly tortured Mark Eitzel. 
His voice pitched between a choir- 
boy's cry and a friend's whisper, 
Smith has an intimate understand- 
ing of sadness caused by bad 
behavior (and bad behavior caused 
by sadness). 

While EitherlOr benefits from a 
beat, Smith's frequent tourmates the 
Softies never add drums to their 
acoustic love odes. Absence of 
rhythm keeps their music stationary, 
a soundtrack for rainy day reflec- 
tion. Rose Melberg and Jen Sbragia 
make music for indoor introverts — 
solitary souls who still write letters. 
On the surface, the Softies are akin 
to the cuddlecore of Cub and Heav- 
enly, but they have more psycholog- 
ical depth. If "Fortune" is like a card 
saying "I forgive you," it's an unsen- 
timental one, not a Hallmark. 

Call them Everly Sisters, daugh- 
ters of the Caravelles (an ethereal 
'60s female duo) or the Marine Girls 
(launching pad for Tracey Thorn of 
Everything but the Girl). Regardless, 
the Softies have a foolproof formula: 
One guitar strums chords, one picks 
a melody; one voice sings words, 
the other hums a honey-flavored 
harmony. Their best songs are their 
saddest, where the guitar line sug- 
gests something falling — leaves, 
rain, tears, hopes. If the division be- 
tween pop and rock separates people 
who believe in romance and people 
who demystify it, the Softies walk 
the line with gymnastic grace. "What 
part did I play in making you the way 
you are?" Melberg asks on Winter 
Pageant's title track. That question 
nails her group's appeal: a wounded 
wonder that doesn't succumb to 
cliche or cynicism, johnny huston 
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O.M.C. 
How Bizarre 

Mercury 

A half-Maori, half-Nuiean ex-hood- 
lum with waxen cheekbones, long 
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sideburns, and armloads of tattoos, 
Pauly Fuermana never fit in any- 
where as a kid, battling his way 
through the rough streets of Otara, 
South Auckland, in New Zealand. 
But now his music fits in almost 
everywhere — on How Bizarre, the 
debut disc by Otara Millionaires 
Club (which mainly means Fuer- 
mana himself), he invents a hybrid 
as varied as Beck in 1996, as 
unstudied as reggae in 1971, and so 
pop that dour mid-'90s U.S. radio 
might not know what to do with it. 

In "How Bizarre," Fuermana hops 
a '69 Chevy to the circus; the song's 
heartwarming garage-accordion/ 
soulchick chorus/Tijuana-brass 
hooks have already topped the 
charts everywhere from Tasmania 
to Toronto. (For months, New 
Zealanders exclaimed "how bizarre!" 
at even the slightest provocation.) 
The cha-cha lilt and car narrative 
reappear in the equally irresistible 
"Right On," which also features joy- 
ous interjections about "Buddy 
Toledo!" and "Dee-no Valentino." 
Not to mention Hawaiian guitars. 

O.M.C. echo the angelic-melan- 
choly-through-odd-instrumentation 
aesthetic made famous by N.Z. 
indie label Flying Nun. There's 
a similar wistfulness about women, 
too; Fuermana's obsessions in- 
clude loafer-wearers who like Ori- 
ental cats, the one who left for 
America without him, and another 
named Seattle who'll never come 
back. But where Flying Nun re- 
duced raving R&B-based Velvet 
Undergrooves into introverted 
chamber-folk, O.M.C. kick it like 
Coolio and Julio down by the 
schoolyard. The sax in "Breaking 
My Heart" walks on the wild side; 
the rifflets in "Lingo With the 
Gringo" extend from the crying-at- 
dawn doo-wop of the Persuaders' 
"Thin Line Between Love & Hate." 

Fuermana's P.M. Dawn-ish rap 
mellowness leaps effortlessly into a 
belted baritone, but it rarely stays 
there; closest precedents for his 
British-and-Pacific-accented soul 
style are forgotten unclassifiables 
like Billy Ocean (from Trinidad) and 
R.B. Greaves (from British Guyana). 
A nomadic misfit for life, he spends 
an inordinate amount of time on 
How Bizarre being chased. Sub- 
liminally inspired by Ocean's 1984 
No. 1 hit "Caribbean Queen (No 
More Love on the Run)," Fuermana 
concocts a complex Polynesian 
polyglot of disco propulsion and 
detective-movie guitar twang in his 
dark fugitive yarn "On the Run," 
asking himself 100 times why he 
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fucked up, even hoping for a heart 
attack. Demonic voices inside his 
head remind him: "If you do the 
crime, you must handle the time." 
So he just keeps on running. 

CHUCK EDDY 



ROYAL TRUX 
Sweet Sixteen 

Virgin 

At a show in San Francisco two 
years back, Neil Hagerty of Royal 
Trux was a paragon of rock'n'roll 
dudedom in his skintight leather 
pants, silky freak flag, and faded 
track marks. Until he smiled, that is, 
and revealed a nasty black gap 
where his front teeth were supposed 
to be. The former Pussy Galore 
guitarist and trailer queen Jennifer 
Herrema have been the cavity 
creeps of the anti-rock scene for 
more than a decade now, playing 
slack, scabrous music that seems 




to rot from the inside out. Never- 
theless, the duo were always super- 
stars in their own minds, a curious 
delusion of grandeur considering 
that albums like 1990's Twin Infini- 
tives squalled like white noise and 
reeked of an almost existential dis- 
sipation. Even their doomed major- 
label debut, Thank You, surveyed a 
bleak landscape of seedy despera- 
dos trapped more by their own 
diseased personalities than circum- 
stance or fate. Unredemptive neg- 
ativity rarely crosses over. But 
Trux's mythologized self-destruction 
offered cheap thrills to hipster vam- 
pires; the downward spirals of Kurt 
Cobain or Tupac play like Greek 
tragedy, theirs like the '70s cult flick 
Dirty Mary, Crazy Larry. 

With Sweet Sixteen, though, an 
arena-hopeful Royal Trux turns 
those frowns upside down, keeping 
images of killing flies and "Pol pot 
pie" to a minimum, or as Hagerty 
sings on "Can't Have It Both Ways," 
"Got to clean as you go when you're 
cooking, jack." Apparently, exile 
from mainline street means less 
cocksucker blues and more Grand 



Funk Railroad — lots of 70s dirtbag 
boogie, guitar noodling, and bar- 
room jamathons. "Roswell Seeds & 
Stems" is a bloated epic on the 
scale of "The Wreck of the Edmund 
Fitzgerald"; "Morphic Resident," one 
of the few hooky numbers, is a skid 
row "I Got You Babe." 

The former absentee landlords 
have transformed into real band- 
leaders, and their backup — bassist 
Dan Brown and drummer Ken 
Nasta — is solidly competent, if unin- 
spired. Not only is the timing terri- 
ble — post-rockers are finally catch- 
ing on to the non-linear art of noise 
Trux helped pioneer, then rejected — 
so is the sad truth: that the glimmer 
twins' main charm was their utter 
charmlessness. "All that dirt can 
make you vain," sighs the reformed 
"Sylph of Filth." Yeah, but it can also 
make you interesting. 

SIA MICHEL 



VARIOUS ARTISTS 
The Sugar Hill Records Story 

Rhino 

The Sugar Hill Records Story— a 
five-CD box set that chronicles six 
hours of the pioneering rap label's 
finest jams — tells the tale of how an 
African-American family of R&B 
vets and their offspring sold a 
ghetto phenomenon that changed 
the shape of pop culture and your 
jeans. It's a story that begins on a 
historic high in 1979 with the Sug- 
arhill Gang's "Rapper's Delight," 
maintains the euphoria with minor 
variations on major rump-shaking, 
suddenly drops a serious bomb in 
'82 with Grandmaster Flash & the 
Furious Five's "The Message," and 
soon becomes erratic until the good 
times peter out. 

Even in the essays included in 
the set's packaging, hip-hop is 
depicted as the street DJ's victory 
over disco. But the tracks tell another 
story. The Sugar Hill sound is the in- 
strumental approximation of a DJ's 
deconstruction of the disco groove, 
one that fought the strings and frills 
of the post-Safurday Night Fever 
club sound, but nevertheless em- 
braced its percussion breaks, bass 
booms, horn blasts, swift BPMs, 
seamless framework and wacky 
hedonism. Like the old-time R&B 
labels, Sugar Hill boasted a hard- 
hitting house band — guitarist Bernard 
"Skip" Alexander, bassist Doug 
Wimbish, drummer Keith LeBlanc, 
percussionist Ed "Duke Bootie" 
Fletcher, and the Chops horns. They 
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defined not only the sound of Sugar 
Hill, but all rap records until Afrika 
Bambaataa's "Planet Rock" re- 
placed interplay between musicians 
with the metallic kling-klang of the 
computerized one-man-band. 

The failure to distinctively assimi- 
late the beatbox battalion's more 
aggressive attack led to Sugar Hill's 
demise, here captured by the set's 
below-par fifth disc, which show- 
cases how Melle Mel's "Message"- 
era intensity turned to bombast after 
splitting from Grandmaster Flash. 
Still, it's striking how fresh most of 
this stuff still sounds. The hotel/ 
motel/Holiday Inn rhymes of the early 
cuts may be fluff, but it's uplifting 
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fluff with a sense of discovery. 

Label cofounder Sylvia Robinson 
(the gal that cooed the 70s sleaze- 
cheese classic, "Pillow Talk") put 
women on the mike and mixed rhyme 
with song as early as Sugar Hill's 
second single, Sequence's sassy 
"Funk You Up," and her influential 
mix of industry independence and 
soul savvy repeatedly turn the party 
out. Homophobia grows as rappers 
take on the perceived ills of city life, 
but the racism, misogyny, gun-wor- 
shipping, and petty MC battles that 
bog down even today's pop-hip-hop 
are scarce. When Spoonie Gee and 
the Sequence throw down the rap 
version of those Godzilla vs. Mothra 
movies on "Monster Jam," or when 
a wide-eyed Funky 4 + 1 trade 
rhymes as if speaking with one 
ecstatic voice on "That's the Joint," 
you may find yourself forced to grab 
a fly girl, get some spank, and drive 
off in a def O.J. barry waiters 



HI BLOODHOUND GANG 
One Fierce Beer Coaster 

Republic/Geffen 

In 1987, the Bloodhound Gang would 
have been easy to understand and 
deride as a hastily concocted and 
obviously industry-initiated attempt 
to mop up the frat boys and subur- 
banites slavering for a fast follow-up 
to Licensed to III. A decade later, 
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now that the Beastie Boys are Bud- 
dhists and businessmen, now that 
they play flutes, the Bloodhound 
Gang are a living, breathing, gas- 
expelling homage to another era. 

Initially, the very notion of Blood- 
hound auteur Jimmy Pop Ali — who 
affects the grimy persona of a snot- 
gobbling, sweat-stained lump of 
couch crap with one hand on the re- 
mote and the other down his pants — 
is enough to evoke a rosy glow of 
nostalgia. Not only does Ali spatter 
his repertoire — fuzzed-up jerk-rock 
boasting a range of influences that 
run the gamut from "Fight for Your 
Right" to "No Sleep 'til Brooklyn" — 
with '80s tube ephemera and reek- 
ing-poo humor, but he has innate 
awareness of his own position in the 
firmament. His band's 1995 "Soul 
Makossa"-sampling "Mama Say" 
was a vague attempt to be down, 
but the deadpan thrashalong break- 
through Bloodhound hit "Fire Water 
Burn" comes right out and states 
that, for a white guy in the hip-hop 
game, the only available role is that 
of jackass. 

The thing about a rosy glow of 
nostalgia is that it soon cools off. 
The Bloodhound Gang entered 
SPIN'S last "Worst Band in America" 
contest. In common with most of the 
other wretches, you could feel them 
trying to be funny. Here, whether 
Ali's striving for the "he-said-a-durty 
word!" gross-out on "Kiss Me Where 
It Smells Funny," or droning through 
the Borscht Belt Weezer of "Your 
Only Friends Are Make Believe," 
he's drowning in flop sweat. 

He's got one good gag, though 
(two, if you count the "Fire Water 
Burn" video's Matt Pinfield parody). 
On the song "Boom," he battles 
Vanilla Ice. Rob Van Winkle (as he's 
billed here) still thinks he can hang 
and spews up some of that Tm- 
gonna-I'm-gonna" pugilistic shit. Ali, 
faced with an opponent who still 
takes himself seriously, unleashes a 
couple of his choicest couplets: "I 
squeak like Stephen Hawkins [sic], 
yeah, but I'm walkin' "; "Like a Kenny 
Loggins record, no one's ever gonna 
hear ya." Even better, Ali forces Ice 
to chant along with the chorus, 
which turns out to be "Tah Rah Rah 
Boom Dee Ay" from Oliver! 

Like an unexpected stumble over 
a Meatballs sequel on the USA Net- 
work, the Bloodhound Gang makes 
you think, "Remember when I used 
to laugh at this?" And you smile. 
And then you think, "Remember 
when I used to laugh at this?" And 
this time you're not smiling. 

JONATHAN BERNSTEIN 
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r ith a nod to the recording industry's 
financial woes — so, we replaced all our vinyl with 
CDs, now what? — here's a column of all- 
independent releases (with Bis being the only 
semi-ringer). Just because Hootie blew, employees 
got fired, and chain stores closed, doesn't mean it 
was a bad period for actual music. 

BIS, This Is Teen-C Powerl EP (Grand Royal/ 
Capitol) If you loved Bikini Kill, Huggy Bear, 
Bratmobile, or Cibo Matto, then you may hate 
Bis, a Scottish, post-riot-grrrl trio that gleefully 
bites from all of the above. Their synth-pop 
singalongs beat their punky provocations ("Kill 
Your Boyfriend," again?), and luckily, their 
best song, "This Is Fake D.I.Y.," pokes fun at 
the whole sordid business. 

furry things, Hedfones EP (Trance 
Syndicate) Once a likably shy feedback-pop 
band, this Austin, Texas, quartet is now sprawling 
headlong into electronica— oceanic guitars, 
sedate bass-and-drum dubs, quietly squalling 
samples — with a still-likable, but-not-so-shy 
curiosity. On the five songs here, they tend 
toward fractured melodies rather than formal 
doodling (see Tortoise, et al.). while "Diskoteque" 
is an indie-femme tribute to PIL's spiky "dance" 
beats. The final two tracks feel like riding a roller 
coaster and a carousel underwater; then a fuzzy 
guitar solo floats by to save the day. 

J-live, "Can I Get It?" / "Hush the Crowd" 
and "Braggin' Writes (Domecracker Remix)" 
(Raw Shack) My personal adviser DJ Zen sums 
it up: "He's just on some good or early Native 
Tongues party shit, some 'Buddy' shit," referring 
to the group jam featuring De La Soul, A Tribe 
Called Quest, and the Jungle Brothers, which 
defined hip-hop at its late-'80s best— crafty, 
conversational, cool. Currently the dopest 
unsigned MC working, Jean-Jacques "J-Live" 
Cadet could be Posdnuos's down-to-earth, 
uptown brother, taking the subway, calling out 
perps, just living. And Georges Sulmers's 
production opens bright windows rather than 
lingering in dark corners. 



Bis, from left, 
Sci-Fi Steven, 
Manda Rin, 
and John Disco. 
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by Charles Aaron 



make-up, "Substance Abuse" / "Under the 
Impression" and "Have U Heard the Tape?" 
(Time Bomb/Dischord) From the guys who 
brought sassy fashion sense to D.C. hardcore, and 
whose 13-Point Program to Destroy America 
suggested pajamas as the uniform of revolution, it's 
Make-Up (ex-Nation of Ulysses dudes, plus 
bassist/ex-Frumpie Michelle Mae). Fronting a 
stripped-down, new-wavey garage band with 
songs as stylish as his hair, singer Ian Svenonius 
testifies like a sexy, straight-edge camp counselor: 
"You say you've got nothing to lose / What'd the 
truth ever do for you?" 

omni trio, The Haunted Trax EP (sm:)e) On 

his recent Haunted Science album, Rob Haigh's 
drum'n'bass vistas — silly strings, Keith Jarrett 
piano whimsy — skip the trite fandango, like the 
Manhattan Transfer lost at a rave in "Birdland." 
But with this four-song EP, the over-30, Brit 
record-store proprietor sucks in his millennial gut 
and delivers. Away from the album's too-smooth 
milieu, "Serpent Navigators" feels like a restless, 
soulful classic. And the non-album "Tuff Side" is 
fiercely sketched beat poetry — snare and bass 
lines scattered all over the page. 

scout, "Plague Dogs" / "Breathcatches" 
(Deep Elm) This New York City pop-rock trio is 
singer/guitarist Ashen Keilyn and two guys, and 
while she's not a singular artist like PJ Harvey or 
a soul sister like Kim Deal, Keilyn is obviously a 
strong girl with a vision — I see, uh, Veruca Salt 
minus the nasty backlash. The A side crunches 
and sneers (but in a nice way, with a priceless na 
na na chorus), while the flipside is one of those 
kiss-off songs that turns you on like a radio. 

DEEP ELM, PO Box 1965, New York, NY 10156; 
RAW SHACK, 857 Atlantic Ave., #5, Brooklyn, NY 
11238; SM:)E, 740 Broadway, New York, NY 10003; 
TIME BOMB/DISCHORD, 3819 Beecher St. NW, 
Washington, DC 20007-1802; TRANCE 
SYNDICATE. PO Box 49771 , Austin, TX 78765. 
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Wrong Turns and 



Dead Ends 



Lost Highway 

Directed by David Lynch 
October Films 

subUrbia 

Directed by Richard Linklater 
Castle Rock/Sony Pictures Classics 



The time has come again for us to 
consider the inscrutable case of 
David Lynch. For his first four films 
or so, Lynch seemed a fully realized 
American visionary, simultaneously 
making the cosmic uncomfortably 
intimate and giving the ugly secret 
life of humans an empyrean majesty. 
No other filmmaker had ever been 
so adroit at smearing universal sub- 
conscious meat and marrow across 
our brainpans. 

Today, more than ten years since 
Blue Velvet strapped Lynch's own 
psychosexual dilemmas to a cross 
and posted it upon the Golgotha of 
"the American art film," and close to 
20 since Eraserhead's mildewy as- 
sault on narrative convention, Lynch 
seems to be in a state of crisis, lost 
between instinct and affect, vision 
and pretension, archetype and cliche. 
With the success of the tame Twin 
Peaks series and the idiosyncratic 
doom of everything he's done since, 
he now seems less a cohesive artist 
than a tortured consciousness-in- 
progress. Images from his films 
remain unmistakably his, the new 
Lost Highway being no exception. 
Divided neatly between the electrify- 
ing and the tiresome, the movie con- 
tains the most breathless work 
Lynch has produced since Blue Vel- 
vet, struggling to break free. 

The problem is, of course, trying 




to differentiate between what 
Lynch is struggling against 
and what he's struggling 
toward — they seem to be 
one and the same. Lost 
Highway's first half is an 
astonishingly chilling explo- 
ration of marital anxiety, 
in which suspicious jazz 
musician/Lynch doppel- 
ganger Bill Pullman and 
brunette-bewigged wife 
Patricia Arquette are "vis- 
ited" in their L.A. apartment 
by an unknown force, which 
videotapes them as they 
sleep. (The tapes are left on 
their doorstep.) The druggy 
action is almost abstract — 
as when Pullman literally 
discovers and wordlessly 
explores a secret room hid- 
ing in the shadows of his 
bedroom hallway — and is 
often horrifying. (Lynch is abetted in 
his textures by the soundtrack pres- 
ences of Trent Reznor and Marilyn 
Manson.) The suspicion that 
Arquette may be having an affair 
perverts the film's entire universe, 
down to the wicked confrontation at 
a party between Pullman and 
Robert Blake as a white-faced 
homunculus who insists he is in 
Pullman's apartment as they speak. 
Pullman calls to verify, and it's 
true — an incredibly powerful dream 
evocation of infidelity. Soon enough, 
a videotape arrives wherein Pullman 
is standing over the butchered 
corpse of Arquette, landing him on 
death row. 

The connubial heebie-jeebies 
don't linger. Somehow, Pullman is 
transformed in his cell 
into battered mechanic 
Balthazar Getty, who upon 
being released is soon 
involved with the vampy 
blonde girlfriend (also Ar- 
quette) of psycho gang- 
ster Robert Loggia, and 
it's this timeworn, posey 
noir tale that drags Lost 
Highway onto exhausted 
asphalt. While still fasci- 
nated by parallel dream 




Balthazar Getty and Patricia Arquette 
call for help from Lost Highway. 
Below, Samia Shoaib in subUrbia. 



worlds and divided consciousness. 
Lynch cannot get hard-boiled pulp 
out of his system, even though he 
has no affinity for it and by 1997 it's 
got nowhere left to go. (Cowriting 
with Wild at Heart author Barry Gif- 
ford doesn't help.) Since so much of 
what Lynch does is deep-cutting 
and resonant, it becomes difficult to 
understand why he holds faith with 
such unoriginal material. Lost High- 
way eventually heads back into pure 
hallucination (Pullman and Blake 
both return, but it's hard to say 
why), and the metaphysical ambigu- 
ities remain properly unresolved. 
However he may fail to meet his own 
extraordinary standards, you get the 
sense that Lynch isn't surrendering. 
Neither should we. 

As distinctive if not nearly as 
apocalyptic an auteur, Richard Link- 
later may have hit his short career's 
first ebb with the new subUrbia, but 
it's still a significant hunk of young 
American turf he's proved only he 
can film convincingly. An essentially 
faithful adaptation of Eric Bogosian's 
play about post-high school slackers 
killing time in a convenience store 
parking lot in Any Small-Town Shit- 
hole, USA, the film retains Bogosian's 
formulaic structure, but like Linklater's 
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Slacker, Dazed and Confused, and 
Before Sunrise, it bursts with pre- 
cisely observed reality. Effortlessly 
funny, Linklater's film is also devas- 
tating and spooky in its dead-on 
rendering of middle-class, Middle 
America nothingness. The crew is 
paradigmatic: Jeff, the semi-cultured 
cynic (Giovanni Ribissi) who still lives 
with his parents', Buff, the relentless 
buzzhound (Steve Zahn); Tim, the 
quiet sociopath (Nicky Katt); Sooze, 
the talentless but ambitious punkette 
(Amie Carey); and Pony, the return- 
ing high school folkie-turned-rock 
star (Jayce Bartok), whose limo ar- 
rival brings things to a theatrical head. 

Bogosian provides the characters 
with the bullshit they use to spackle in 
the gaps of their lives, but in anyone's 
hands except Linklater's it could've 
been Sf. Elmo's Fire for the '90s. It's 
all in the rhythms, which are letter- 
perfect, and in the acting — Ribissi is 
disturbingly believable as the movie's 
central lost boy, and Zahn's empty 
party beast is particularly terrifying 
and real. SubUrbia is nearly anthro- 
pological in its charting of what 
might be the quintessential American 
teenage experience. If you haven't 
lived it, the movie might bounce off 
you. If you have, it's mesmerizing. » 
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Progress 



Deeper: My Two -Year 
Odyssey in Cyberspace 

By John Seabrook 
Simon & Schuster 



If anything as vast and baggy as the 
Internet can be said to have a house 
style, it's attitude: a cocky, often 
cynical, know-it-all pose. But the 
truth is, nobody really knows where 
the medium is going; enormous 
changes at the last minute are the 
order of the day. Still, there's money 
to be made and attention to be had 
if you can convince some rich, bewil- 
dered dupe that you surf the cutting 
edge and have all the answers. 

Which makes John Seabrook's 
Deeper both surprising and refresh- 
ing. The New Yorker staff writer be- 
gan his journey by writing a profile of 
Bill Gates in 1994, "E-mail From Bill," 
which provoked a venomous e-mail 
assault that in turn inspired another 
New Yorker essay, "My First Flame." 
Thus Seabrook became a digital 
everyman for the technically ner- 
vous literati, people plagued by a 
nagging sense that they really ought 
to get online, even though the whole 
thing intimidates and confuses them. 

For the role, Seabrook adopts a 
faux-naif tone that would be annoy- 
ing in most other contexts. In a 
subculture rife with smarty-pants 
sneerers and proselytizing gurus, 
his gee-willikers enthusiasm seems 
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both brave and humble. He's not 
afraid to admit he's a clueless newbie 
or to recount the most embarrassing 
skirmishes in his transformation into 
a "digital guy." But don't think that 
the wet behind his ears signifies any 
empty space between them. When 
he needs to, Seabrook can haul out 
Ralph Waldo Emerson, William 
Blake, and Lewis Mumford with the 
best of them. Fortunately, the philos- 
ophizing (what is it about the subject 
of the Net that brings out the gasbag 
in people?) is well-grounded in nitty- 
gritty reports from the field. 

As in Elizabeth Kubler-Ross's 
model of grief, the initiation of a digital 
guy (or girl) proceeds in stages. First 
comes fear. Seabrook worries about 
missing the high-tech boat ("My 
education, and my profession — this 
making of small nuanced judgments 
about words, were useless in the 
modern world. I had blown it"), frets 



about becoming a nerd, and is for- 
ever wondering if he's violating 
some unspoken point of netiquette. 
Then he experiences the keen thrill 
of finally connecting, however banal 
the response: "This is great," he 
chirps at receiving e-mail. 

After a period of woozy utopian- 
ism ("Chance connections happened 
constantly, but at a level deeper than 
coincidence, it seemed to me — down 
at a level the nineteenth-century tran- 
scendentalists called 'the eternal cor- 
respondence of all things' "), Seabrook 
gets that first, nasty flame. Suddenly, 
he's convinced that the flamer has e- 
mailed a data-eating virus into his 
laptop. "It was. .like someone had bro- 
ken into my head. It was 
the same feeling of being 
wired into each other's 
minds that I enjoyed in 
e-mail, but this was not 
enjoyable at all," he 
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writes and we realize that this panic 
is that blip of dread — What am I open- 
ing myself up to? — that precedes the 
plunge into any serious love affair. 

Seabrook dabbles in Web surfing, 
Usenet group lurking, and those 
cheesy AOL sex chats that make the 
letters in porn magazines look like 
Nabokov. He finally settles into the 
WELL, a California-based BBS, where 
he encounters the heart of the online 
experience (for everyone who doesn't 
just use the Internet for games and 
downloading software): other people. 

Ultimately, what Seabrook discov- 
ers is that life in cyberspace is "just 
real life after all." Like any serious 
netizen he recaps the entire history 
of human social relations — including 
various starry-eyed dreams, dead- 
ends, and near-apocalypses — to find 
himself back at a basic equation: to 
reap the rewards of community, you've 
got to give a little, play nice, and hold your 
temper. It's kindergarten stuff, really, 
but Seabrook shows how it can feel 
like both the loftiest intellectual exper- 
iment and the dirtiest trench war. 

His idealism long jettisoned, Sea- 
brook ends on the only mournful 
note in this perky memoir. Cyber- 
space isn't the pristine wilderness 
his pioneer forefathers explored: "to 
find the frontier these days, you 
have to look inside your own mind, 
and while that is interesting, and cer- 
tainly more convenient, it isn't the 
same thing." True enough. In fact, 
it's better. » 
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A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again 

By David Foster Wallace 
Little, Brown 

The great thing about David Foster Wallace, in his Dumpster-size novel Infinite 
Jest and now in this savvy collection of nonfiction. is how lightly he wears his 
odd genius. One minute he'll twist himself up into a hyper-cerebral aria about 
how, say, tennis and calculus intertwine, and the next he ll label himself a "lazy 
turd" and mutter about his life as a teenage jock. Wallace calls the seven impres- 
sionistic essays here "big experimental postcards," and the description is apt. 
He rummages around in pop topics such as state fairs, cruise ships, David 
Lynch movies, and TV overload, and always faxes back searing images. "I have 
smelled what suntan lotion smells like." he writes about his cruise, "spread over 
21 .000 pounds of hot flesh." dwight garner 
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In Contributing Editor Jon- 
athan Bernstein's Pretty in 
Pink: The Golden Age of 
Teenage Movies, recently 
published by St. Martin's/ 
Griffin, we learn that 
"Porky's was the Pulp Fic- 
tion of its day," discover 
the contemporary where- 
abouts of Scott Baio and 
Corey Feldman, read a . . W1 ... 

learned disquisition on how 
and why St. Elmo's Fire spelled death for the 
'80s Hollywood Brat Pack, and — most aston- 
ishingly—encounter irrefutable evidence that 
Bernstein has watched Meatballs 3 the whole 
way through. 




TELEVISION 

by Jonathan Bernstein 




Fluff Wars 

As Entertainment 
Tonight faces the Clooney 
blockade/ other magazine 
shows close in on the 
fading colossus of puffery. 



IT'S OFFICIAL! THERE are now more 
shows about entertainment than 
there is actual entertainment. 
Whether there's an obscenely ex- 
cessive film premiere, a handsomely 
remunerated jock launching his own 
cologne, or a bunch of barely liter- 
ate country singers combining their 
star power to launch a new theme 
restaurant, there's a phalanx of 
crack reporters with immobile hair 
and gleaming teeth ready to report 
the event like they were announcing 
a cure for cholera. 

For years, Entertainment Tonight 
was the franchise. Exuding the 
demeanor of a friendly dentist and 
his dishy assistant, John Tesh and 
Leeza Gibbons became so adept at 
the exclusive star interview which 
revealed absolutely nothing that, at 
their peak, they made Barbara Wal- 
ters look like Adolf Eichmann. The 
vanilla duo also skated through 
those tricky post-segment moments 
where a little spontaneous repartee 
was called for. "Faith Ford. Talented 
lady," Tesh would thrust. "Yes. She's 
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great," Gibbons would 
parry. And even when 
Leeza moved on to day- 
time and Mary Hart took 
over, the show was still 
the only game in town. If 
you were a neophyte 
hunk or starlet, it was de 
rigueur for you to end 
your 30-second segment 
by curtsying and mum- 
bling "Thank you, E.T." to 
the camera. 

The stand-alone days 
of fortress E. T. are, how- 
ever, ancient history. Tesh 
has abandoned an easy 
gig to live off his crap 
music (many have won- 
dered if the strange new 
feedback-filled, dissonant 
arrangement of the show's chirpy 

theme is an oblique comment on his 
departure). And now this most inof- 
fensive of shows, which exists only 
to puff, was publicly shunned by one 
of the very celebs on which it dotes. 
Smarting over the tactics of one of 
Hard Copy's sneaky freelance videc- 
razzis, George Clooney last year 
made an example out of shocked, 
blameless E.T., a sister show to 
Hard Copy at Paramount. No more 
friendly set visits, no more movie 
footage, no shots of him playing 
one-on-one with Bob Goen. 
Clooney's E.T. embargo spread like 
ebola. His E.R. colleagues, Dean Cain, 
Whoopi Goldberg, Rosie O'Donnell, 
and Madonna all reportedly approved 
of Clooney's decision to make him- 
self unavailable and were toying with 
the notion of following suit. 

Proving that the secret of comedy 
is timing, I'affaire Clooney occurred 
just as E. T. was fending off competi- 
tion from another of the shows aim- 
ing at muscling in on its territory. 
Boasting in Larry Mendte a male 



host unafraid to face 
the camera without 
his profession's req- 
uisite petrified hair 
and tandoori facial fea- 
tures, Access Hollywood 
didn't exactly have depth 
but it certainly had length, 
daring to run stories that 
lasted a little longer than 
E.T.'s two-minute message. What 
might hamper its rise is its weird 
sibling show, Extra, scheduled im- 
mediately before Access Hollywood in 
most markets. Extra was Warners' 
original attempt to squash E. T. It had 
buffed and coiffed hosts proficient 
in "talented lady" talk, it had a pres- 
ence at premieres and parties, but it 
never gelled and now languishes as 
part sta r- stroke r, part tabloid snooper; 
forever hoping for a tete-a-tete with 
Skeet Ulrich but settling for a foot 
fetishist's mumbled confessions. 

The recently canceled Scoop 
With Sam & Dorothy was a hare- 
brained attempt to mate E. T. with a 
Regis & Kathie Lee format. Not only 
did the sparks fail to fly between 
longtime showbiz bottom-feeders 
Sam Rubin and Dorothy Lucey, but 
in one of the better weeks, the talent 
bookers hauled in two members of 
the cast of Savannah and the girl 
who plays John Lithgow's secretary 
on 3rd Rock. The latter-mentioned 
celeb also shows up sporadically on 
BET's bargain-basement entertain- 
ment magazine, Screen Scene, 
which has to whip up excitement 
over a set visit to The Steve Har- 
vey Show or a listening 
party for Da Brat's new 
joint. CNN's Showbiz 






Left, Mary Hart 
and Bob Goen 
of Entertainment 
Tonight. Above, 
Libby Weaver and 
Brad Goode of 
Extra. Below, Steve 
Kmetko of El News Daily. 

Today attempts to transcend its 
fluffy mandate by hauling in industry 
analysts to predict coming trends 
and crack the code of the weekend 
grosses. This doesn't disguise the 
fact that its Q&A sessions are as 
fawning as anything Julie Moran 
does on E.T. 

For a brief shining moment, though, 
entertainment television grew fangs 
and claws. A couple of years ago, 
the E! channel hired onetime net- 
work anchor Kathleen Sullivan to be 
the public face of its gavel-to-gavel 
O.J. coverage. Once the trial ended, 
E! paired Sullivan with Steve 
Kmetko, the rakish host of El News 

Daily. What was it they said about 
Astaire and Rogers? That he gave 
her class and she gave him sex? 
Well, Kmetko brought out the wasp- 
ish, slit-eyed, thin-lipped bitch in 
Sullivan. And she did the same 
for him! Less cheerleaders 
than vampires, Sullivan and 
Kmetko speculated on the 
durability of showbiz rela- 
tionships, commented un- 
favorably on the physical 
appearances of interview 
subjects, and, after a story 
celebrating a new Mariah Carey 
chart-topper, Sullivan snapped, 
"I'm sick of that already." It was 
too good to last. Sullivan started 
sporting a garish two-tone do. 
Her appearances grew sporadic. 
Then she was let go, her queenly 
bearing, apparently, too much for 
even E! to tolerate. Without her bad 
influence, Kmetko reverted to his 
natural blandness and the waters 
of entertainment television turned 
calm again. » 




THE FUTURE SOUND OF U2 

continued from page SO 

wandering the Clarence's pristine, 
airy halls these days. Bono, Edge, 
and prominent Dublin entrepreneur 
Harry Crosby purchased the building 
in 1992, and converted it to a luxury 
hotel. The new Clarence presents an 
atmosphere both spare and sumptu- 
ous. It spacious rooms, appointed 
with angular Bauhaus-inspired fur- 
niture, feature an assortment of sub- 
tle conveniences only a much-trav- 
eled rock star would think to include: 
generous closets, comfortable read- 
ing chairs, powerful showers, good 
reading lights, and a room-service 
menu that far outclasses the aver- 
age inn's dreaded club-sandwich- 
and-pizza fare. You want Thai coco- 
nut soup or cappucino tiramisu at 
4 A.M.? Book a room here. 

According to Edge, the heart of 
his and Bono's interest in the Clar- 
ence has nothing to do with personal 



whose quiet, mystical drawings 
adorn many of the Clarence's rooms. 

A little after 2 a.m., the mood in 
the room warps and expands as 
Bono, Edge, Flood, Howie, and sev- 
eral other studio rats wind in and 
toward the bar. Bono sits down next 
to me and begins, as he is wont to 
do, to chat about redemption. We're 
discussing what rock'n'roll meant to 
us as teens, how it can feel like the 
only religion that matters. "There's 
something about that adolescent 
state when you're really open that's 
worth hanging on to," he reflects. I 
ask him how his sense of spirituality 
has changed since he was bowled 
over by faith as a boy. "In faith, 
there's different elements," he re- 
plies. "There's karma, living right, 
but then you've got grace. And 
grace comes out of nowhere. It can 
come from any corner." 

He continues to wax philosophical, 
but we're distracted by a pouty 
blonde who's taken the seat beside 



"My strongest trait is curiosity," 
says Bono. "I'm just lifting 
stones, you know, opening 
doors. Looking out windows, 
around corners, up skirts." 



nostalgia, or the wish to have a nice 
spot to put up Christy Turlington 
when she comes to town. It's all 
about what lurks in the hotel's base- 
ment. There, the singer and guitarist 
have established a club that's be- 
come the center of Dublin's post- 
rock underground. 

As U2 consume their spiced pies 
at Hanover one Thursday night, the 
Kitchen rapidly fills with kids in 
pajama-ish rave gear, dancing and 
chatting and making out to the 
sounds of visiting London DJ Justin 
Roberts. Behind a heavy curtain 
guarded by a weathered Hell's Angel 
type lies the club's exclusive back 
bar. Tonight, it's filled with legends 
of Dublin's night life, including noir 
cabaret singer Gavin Friday, who's 
widely acknowledged as Bono's 
right-hand man; actress Veronica 
Quilligan, who starred in Neil Jor- 
dan's first film when she was only 
16; Peter Rowan, U2's War boy, now 
a handsome tough embarking on an 
acting career; and Guggi, along with 
Friday a former member of the leg- 
endary punk band the Virgin Prunes, 



us. "Excuse me," Bono apologizes. 
"I have to talk to her. She's been 
waiting." At first the woman seems 
angry that Bono doesn't place her. 
Soon enough, though, she's for- 
given the slight, and is deep in dis- 
cussion with the singer. Then he 
gets her laughing. "Let's rescue 
him," motions a longtime Principle 
employee. We do, handing him a 
fresh drink. The woman wanders 
off, satisfied. 

Bono is famous for such people 
skills. Here in Dublin, he and his 
bandmates walk a line between 
notoriety and warm welcome — they're 
international stars, and deal with the 
adulation and enmity fame always 
brings, but they're also bloody de- 
termined to remain locals. Rather 
than violating his privacy, he con- 
siders his ability to move through 
Dublin like a normal person a part 
of that privacy — a right the city 
offers him in return for the generos- 
ity he displays toward its citizens. 

"There are seven women who 
work in that pub, and they're all 
named Angela," he informs me one 
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afternoon when we've stopped for a 
pint. One of the seven Angelas has 
just walked by and enjoyed a brief 
conversation with him. It's a sunny 
day, so we've taken our Guinness 
across the street to the river's edge, 
and Bono waves and yells whenever 
a passing car gives him a honk. He 
never seems to tire of the attention. 
"I'm not very inhibited," he says, stat- 
ing the obvious. "My strongest trait 
is curiosity. I'm just lifting stones, 
you know, opening doors. Looking out 
windows, around corners, up skirts." 

This mischievous Bono is a 
recent incarnation. For years his 
fans thought Bono a saint, and crit- 
ics accused him of playing that role 
falsely even when he was just try- 
ing to be himself. "I used to think 
that my image was something to 
live up to," he says. "Now I feel it's 
almost a duty to let people down." 
The only way Bono could dodge his 
own shadow was by assuming 
its cartoonish opposite — becoming 
MacPhisto or the Fly, modern devils 
as degraded as his previous public 
self was holy. "One thing I might 
regret from early times was just 
showing that one side of me," he 
says. "The egomaniac was always 
there, too. And some people have 
always seen me with horns." 



In Dublin, Bono surrounds him- 
self with people who see him with 
neither horns nor halo, friends he's 
had for 20 years and workmates 
who understand his regular side. 
Like Edge and Mullen, he also 
keeps his family here. Ali and Bono 
have been together since high 
school, a shocking fact considering 
the average length of most mar- 
riages, let alone relationships culti- 
vated by rock stars. "It's beyond 
love, marriage, death, friendship," 
he says. "We're onto some other 
thing. We're closer than most peo- 
ple are, and yet capable of being at 
a great distance physically. It's 
amazing how it works out." 

Family is a crucial aspect of U2's 
Dublin life. Larry, Ann, and their 
new baby have a home here; Edge 
maintains strong ties to the city 
because of his three children, who 
still live with their mother. At 12, his 
oldest daughter, Holly, is a rock- 
'n'roll kid. "I think I've heard her say 
good things about us," says Edge a 
little nervously. "But we haven't 
actually released a record other 
than Passengers since she got into 
music. When Zooropa came out, 
she was nine." 

He pauses to reflect, the picture 
of the nervous dad trying not to fall 



into the generation gap. "It will be 
interesting to see what she thinks of 
this record." Fractured dance-rock 
not her usual fare? "Actually, she 
seems to be into Oasis. But they're 
not her favorite group." 
Who is, then? 

Consternation fills Edge's nor- 
mally placid face. "I'm trying to 
remember," he laughs. "I actually 
wouldn't like to say, because if I get 
it wrong, I'm dead." 

Summer is long gone when I hear 

from Bono again; Pop has broken 
all of U2's deadlines, but the singer 
has shed the anxiety that some- 
times crept into his voice during the 
album's making. Instead, when he 
calls me from Miami one Thursday 
night, he's positively joyful, enjoying 
a particularly sweet seduction — the 
thrill of falling in love with something 
of your creation. 

"We finished the album yesterday 
at about seven in the morning," he 
tells me. "We'd tried to finish in six 
months, but we couldn't. Some- 
where along the line we realized 
we'd never made a record in six 
months. We were trying to put to- 
gether such disparate elements. 
Flood was, in the end, the man. 
We bought him a spiky helmet from 



the World War I era, to help him rein 
us all in." 

Bono's eager to describe Pop in 
' detail, every cut, every groove. 

"When the record opens, it's full 
J tilt — it starts out like a party and 
then it turns mean on you. The intra 
j to 'Discotheque' is beyond, it's very 
dizzy. Then 'Do You Feel Loved' — 
I that's a bit yahoo — and 'Mofo.' Then 
: 'If God Will Send His Angels.' That's 
j sci-fi gospel, it's air, and it leads 
right into 'Staring at the Sun.' 

" 'The Last Night on Earth' doesn't 
know what it is. With 'Gone,' the 
record peaks a bit. 'Miami' is fol- 
lowed by 'Playboy Mansion,' which 
is a hymn to trash. 'If You Wear 
That Velvet Dress' — I don't want to 
talk about that song too much, but 
let's just say it's haunted. It's all 
tangled up in ultraviolet. 

"Finally there's 'Please' and 'Wake 
Up Dead Man.' We didn't really want 
to end with that, but you can't help 
it. It's an ending song." 

Bono pauses for breath, but not 
for long. "Right up to the last month 
of making this record I had this feeling 
that it could go any way," he admits "It 
could be so extraordinary, or such 
crap. We had the sense that we were 
trying to make the impossible happen. 
Can we be this? And we can." • 
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HOLIDAY IN CAMBODIA 

continued from page 91 

Shooting. 

Did you see things like that many 
more times? 

Many times. Very often. 

How were you feeling when you 
saw the dead generals? 

Feeling sad. 

When did you first hear the name 
Pol Pot? I asked. 

The man tensed, gripping at his 
arms. 

1980, month ten, day 13, he said. 
That day is the day they don't want 
to have Communist system. After 
that he hear the name Pol Pot from 
the lieutenant of the army. 

So even in the Pol Pot time you 
never heard that name? I exclaimed, 
experiencing a thrill of strangeness. 

He never know Pol Pot then. At 
that time it was the secret time. And 
some persons bigger know that Pol 
Pot is the head, but cannot speak- 
ing. He himself know only Angkar. 

STATEMENT OF A WITNESS 
(FROM POL POTS TRIAL IN 
ABSENTIA) 

[The Khmer Rouge] advised us to 
continue our way to the South 
where Angkar [the government] was 
to welcome us. At first, as I did not 
understand exactly what the word 
"Angkar" meant, I wondered: Who is 
Angkar? Where does he stay? How 
are we to find him?... 

...One evening, after dinner, [my 
husband's friend] was taken away. 
Angkar, he was told, needed his ser- 
vices. Two weeks later.. .it was the 
turn of 24 other people, among them 
my husband.... [The village chief] 
told me: "Don't worry, he'll be back 
within two days. Angkar simply 
needs some information because 
your husband's friend has de- 
nounced him." Days, months, and 



years have passed but up till now I 
have not seen my husband again. 
Those who were taken away with 
him have not come back either. 

"ONLY POLITICS" 

And what did you think Angkar 

was — a person or an organization? 

At that time, replied General X, if 
three persons keep in touch, any 
three persons, we can call ourselves 
Angkar. 

What did Angkar say about the 
dead generals you saw on the bridge? 

Angkar say nothing, because 
Angkar they do that themselves. 

Did you ever kill people? 

Never, he said, and I suspected 
that this was his first lie. 

Do the K.R. still refer to them- 
selves as Angkar? 

After 1980 they cannot call them- 
selves Angkar. They stop Commu- 
nist system. Right now they call 
themselves Country of the Army. 

Were you sad? 

After they stopped the Commu- 
nist system, he was happy and had 
some hope to change system for 
development, for the happy life. 

And do you think that Pol Pot was 
good or bad? 

Pol Pot is good. 

Why is he good? 

The big army of Pol Pot never 
run, and they can go up and down 
from the mountain and stay in the 
forest to protect the people. 

In other words, I thought, General 
X admired Pol Pot because he be- 
lieved that Pol Pot protected him from 
something still worse than Pol Pot. 

In Phnom Penh I went to the Tuol 
Sleng Genocide Museum and to the 
killing fields at Choeung Ek. And in 
those places they say that the 
Khmer Rouge killed more than a 
million people during the Pol Pot 
time. What do you think about that, 
true or false? 



For his idea, 50 percent from Pol I 
Pot, ten percent from disease, 30 per- 
cent not true, and ten percent from 
Vietnamese coming. 

So Pol Pot killed maybe half a 
million people? 

Something like that. 

But you think that Pol Pot is a 
nice person? 

Because not Pol Pot kill by him- 
self, just Angkar. 

Pol Pot didn't know. 

Difficult to control Angkar. Pol Pot 
know, but only afterward, when 
already too late. 

In your view, when is violence justi- 
fied? When is it O.K. to kill people? 

For himself, he want to kill 
the people if he do mistake like spy. 
For the big person, first he want to 
kill if make big mistake. For the 
small person, first he want to put 
him in prison and teach him. Then if 
small person does not become 
good, kill. If become good, then no 
problem. 

Do you want to kill me, because I 
am an American, and Americans did 
the bad thing in Cambodia before? 

At this question, General X did a 
very surprising thing. He clasped 
his hands and bowed in what Thais 
call a wai, a salutation and a remark 
of respect. — That mean he like you 
so much, said D . awed. For himself, 
she translated, he very happy to 
meet you. For fighting it is another 
choice, only politics. 

Ah, I thought. That was it. That 
was the answer. "Only politics.'' In- 
deed, that's all it was. Surely that 
was what Pol Pot would say. That's 
all it had been when they tricked the 
generals and shot them in cold 
blood, when they cut people's livers 
out and ate them before their eyes, 
when they smashed women and 
children's heads in by the truckload 
and kicked their squirming bodies 
into the mass graves. 



j "BECAUSE WE KILL EACH 
OTHER" 

The general's arms were folded 
again, his head wearily tilted. It had 
been an hour, and Mr. Gold gave me 
a long, cool look, apprising me of 
the fact that I'd already received 
more than full value for my money. 

What is the Khmer Rouge aim 
now? I asked. 

Now we don't need fighting. We 
want to keep in touch with Whites to 
join the government. 

If you succeed in that, how can 
you keep Angkar from coming back? 

For his idea, he guarantee 100 
percent, if K.R. keep in touch with 
Whites, never have Angkar anymore. 
He himself want finish K.R., but can- 
not abandon small soldiers. 

But Pol Pot is such a nice person, 
you said. Don't you want Pol Pot to 
come back? 

He think Pol Pot never come again. 
If D. and I are able to meet Pol Pot, 
do you have any message for him? 

Tell him please stop the war, be- 
cause we kill each other, Cambodia 
against Cambodia. 

The next day I was at the border 
again with D. and the police general. 
I looked across the frontier to Poipet, 
and then I looked across the street 
at the Thai immigration checkpoint 
where the usual gaggle of submis- 
sive Thai journalists sat waiting to be 
told the news (D. said that while I'd 
been in Phnom Penh she'd called 
some journalist friends together for 
lunch and asked them if they had any 
leads on Pol Pot; they told her that 
they could never even think of writ- 
ing a story like that, because if they 
did they'd lose their jobs at the very 
least and probably much worse); 
and just then I heard the dull sound 
of a big gun ten kilometers away; 
the police general said that that was 
White artillery; and I heard another 
shot and then another, o 



WHERE TO BUY 

GIMME HINDI ROCK Page 73 Hysteric T-shirt, $100. at Hotel 
Venus, New York City. David Dalrvmple jeans, $102. for store infor- 
mation call (212) 382-1940. Page 74 Hugo Boss shirt. $165. at 
Boss Hugo Boss shop. Bal Harbour. Florida; Charivari. New York 
City: Bloomingdale's, New York City. Dolce & Gabbana pants, 
$335, at Louis, Boston. Rebecca Danenberg dress. $450. for store 
Information call (800) 865-3784. Page 75 Dolce & Gabbana shirt, 
$260. at Louis. Hugo Boss pants, $175, at Boss Hugo Boss Shop; 
Charivari, New York City; Bloomingdale's. New York City. Dolce & 
Gabbana shoes, $250, at Barneys, New York City. Page 76 Alpana 



Bawa shirt, $280, and dress, $405, at Alpana Bawa, New York 
City; the Swell Store, Los Angeles. Page 77 Alpana Bawa shirt. 
$250, at Alpana Bawa; the Swell Store. Chaiken and Capone 
pants. $160, at Barneys, nationwide; Fred Segal, Los Angeles; 
Bloomingdale's. nationwide; Big Drop, New York City. Page 78 
Deborah Marquit bra, $64. and bikini, $36, at Patricia Field, 
New York City; Hotel Venus; Le Corset. New York City. Cake top. 
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Store; or call (800) 398-CAKE. Page 80 Sinister shirt, $48. 
at Sinister. Los Angeles; the Alley, Chicago; Urban outfitters, 
nationwide: Junkman's Daughter. Athens. Star 69 pants. $55. at 
Fred Segal; Antique Boutique, New York City; Nordstrom, nation- 
wide; Villains, San Francisco. Hugo Boss Sandals, $145, at Boss 
Hugo Boss Shop. Hysteric Glamour tank, $100, at Hotel Venus. 
Alpana Bawa Skirt, $225, at Alpana Bawa, New York City; the 
Swell Store. Los Angeles. Screaming Miml's sandals, $18, at 
Screaming Mimi's, New York City. 
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26 Red Allston Beat. Allston, Massachusetts; Antique Boutique, New 
York City; Gadzook's. Texas; Good Vibrations, Florida; Nordstrom, 
nationwide. Diesel The Diesel Store, New York City. Boston, Chicago, 
Washington. DC; Fred Segal. Los Angeles. Omega For more infor- 
mation, call (800) 766-6342 or go to http://www.omega.ch. Polo 
Jeans Macy's East and West; Bloomingdale's; Nordstrom; Bur- 
dines: Dillards, Quicksilver For more information, call (888) 222- 
9974 or www.quiksilverUSA.com. Simple For more information, 
call (800) 449-1 115. Skechers For stores in your area, call (600) 
SHOE-41 1 or go to www.skechers.com. Unionbay Belk, Southeast; 
Bon Marche. Washington; Gadzooks. Texas; Macy's Northeast. 
New York/New Jersey; Robinsons/May, California. Vans For more 
information, call (800) 750-VANS or go to http://www vanss hoes com . 
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Please Read These Ads 

Okay, so we make a little money 

here, but our true groove is 
the cross-pollination-from you to 

advertiser to SPIN and back to 
you again. Advertisers range from 

enterprising readers to major 

companies. Ads are sold by the 
line or vertical inch at S63/line 
(3-line minimum) and S520/inch for 

1-fime insertions with discounts 
for 3x, 6x and 12x. Rates and rules 

for the "Phone Entertainment" 
classification are different, call for 
details. By phone: (212) 633-8200, 
ext. 314; by fax: (212) 633-9041; by 
mail: 

SPIN Classified. 6 West 18th St., 
New York, NY 100TI. 

WMC/AX/Ck/MO accepted. 



FREE Stereo Catalog 

Gel the FREE car and home stereo catalog with tow 
prices and a lot more — exclusive comparison 
charts, detailed product descriptions and consumer 
tips lo help you make the right choice. Virtually 
every major brand There's no other catalog like it! 

Cal right mw! 1-800-955-9009 ext SPM 

CRUTCHFIELD 



Sex Drugs Kock-n-Koll 

10.000 books and videos that stores can't or won't carry! 

220 page illustrated catalog $10 to: 
Body & Mind; Box 90835; Sama Barbara. CA 93190 



Hard To Find Books on Marijuana. Mushrooms & 

Psychedelic* & The Underground. Catalog $3. 
ViWMC916-77M204FS Books Co.. Box417457. 
Dcp*. S. Sac.. CA 9584!On Line Catalog. 
hnp://w w w .fsrxxtkco.com 



* THE ANARCHIST COOKBOOK" Available 
again! S25 postpaid. Barricade Books. 

P.O. Box 1401-B.Secaucus. NJ 07096 



Adopt. A loving single Father. Teacher. F-T live-in 
Granma. Endless love, laughter and security to give 
your newborn. Please call Stewart I -K0O-29 1 -4087 

Pediatric nun* wants to adopt, adore, and cherish a 
newborn. Financially secure. Legal and confidential.. 
Call Tricia. Toll Free at 1-80O475-1 109 

A peaceful country borne, gentle pets. joy. music 
and laughter. A lifetime* of caring for the hahy of a 
coragcous woman by two hopeful stay-at-home 
moms. Call Elise and Penny at home. I -800-683-8048 I 

audio equipment 



business opportunities 

$$$$ 900 ENTERTAINMENT LINES $$$$ 

S99 Total Cost. Quick payments. NO Chargebacks. 
Call for brochure. 1-800-377-9860 



$$ Earn $500+/Event as a Mobile DJ $$ 
"Personality for Profit" Video + building 
mobile unit instr. & suppliers, contracts, 
templates, wedding etiquette guide & more 
only S59.95 + s/h Call: 908-725-7105 

Cash in your spare time. 
No selling, no real estate $45,000 possible. 
Send $9.95 Check or money order to Two-fer 
Enterprises. Inc. PO Box 9440. Lymlhurst. NJ 0707 1 
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■ 30 Day Money back 
" 1 -year wim ny 

■ Quantity Discounts 
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(800) 739-2253 
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t".J 3.25S. IMTM CIRCLE-OMAHA. NE6B130 I 3 
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■ T-el*1 t*fa». a*. Mil $15 75 
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Shapprtj: $600 per orrjor 
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BARRE. VT 05641 




THE KIDS IN THE HALL Meitfcndi&e 
Videos, T-shirls, Su nitJiins. Gips. PoMcr*.. Fit u free 
rr«*iure:l-«(l(Wy-Kn>lorw»w.kidsinrheli.Tll.C(«ii 
or Box 28. Station P. Toronto. ON M5S 2S6 




Official BANANA CONDOMS T-Shirt. 
tOO* Cotton. Logo on from, design on back 
Specify S-XXL. Send S 15 In: TeeJiurKink. 
PO Box 720%.! Norman. OK 73070 
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Beck BushOongsleeve) Cure 
WXS57 WM104(|18) WE 134 



I Hate People Join the Army M.Martson Nirvana 
WL290 WL228 WH008 WE195 




No Doubt 
WC199 



Radiohead Sm. Pumpkins SubPop 311 Trainspotting U2 
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BJORK. Post 
BLUR. SuperTurbo 
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BUSH. Group pic 
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CLASH, Group 
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COCTEAU TWINS. Logo 
COUNTING CROWS 
KORN, Life is Peachy 
COURTNEY LOVE. MN 
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REM. HiFi 

REPLACEMENTS Please 
SEBADOH. Star 
7 YEAR BITCH. Logo 
SEX PISTOLS. Anarchy 
SISTERS OF MERCY 
SM. PUMPKINS. Zero 
10000 MANIACS Natalie 
THRILL KILL KULT, Fist 
TOOL, Contortionist 
U2. Bono, allover [XXL] 
Weazer, Logo 
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MRVANAJ^ARL JAM, REM, PUMPKINS, 
A[ ANlSJVtFI ALI JCA.TORI + MANY MORE! IQOOs 
of collectibles: Worldwide C1X Posters; Cjuilar Picks: Passes: 
Awards; Autographs, Fie Forcumplclecalaliig send$} to: 
Wynneo, PO Box .WS. Pickens, SC 2967 1 



dj equipment 



RUXXAC FOLD - FLAT HAND CARTS 

"Moving Large Heavy Items Just got easier" 
Slrong-lighl-safc- lifetime limited warranty 
free brochures: 800-600-1 1 47 or APIC. Box 322. 
Emerson. NJ 07630, or apic@carthlink.net 



PHISH - 24/7 HOTLINE 

315-233-1616 

Reg. LD call. No extra charges. 

Make Freinds from all over the U.S., get news, give 
your news. Alternative rock club: Swerve It 
PO Box 330393. Elmwood. CT 061 33 

New SPANKING Magazine by S.U.E. 
Fantasy Stories, Personal Ads and Much More. 
Ck. our our webpage at w ww.spunkingu.com 

Or write: SUE, PO Box 17650, Phila.. PA 19135 



ancial 



OVERDUE BILLS? Bad credits no problem' 
Apps. to $50,000. Licensed/Bonded. Not a loan 
company. TCAC, Box 26397. Birmingham, AL 
35260. Or Call: 1-WMWI69.0607 



DROWNING IN DEBT? GET HELP NOW! 

Free debt consolidation. Lower payments. Cut interest. 
Stop collectors. Confidential - Fast - Convenient. 
NCCS - Nonprofit 1-800-955-0412 

FINANCIAL AID AVAILABLE! Millions of 
dollars in financial aid are now available. 

ALL STUDENTS ARE ELIGIBLE! La Student 
Financial Service's help you get your fair 
share. 1-800-263-6495 ext F9043I 



fun stuff 



VAMPIRE FAN CLUB! For info send US S 1 .00 
or 3 I.R.C.s to : "LOYALISTS of the VAMPIRE 
REALM " Int'l Vampire Assoc., P.O. Box 6975. 
Dept. VG. B.H., CA 90212-6975. Est. in 1984 
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS! 



PENIS F.NI.ARGEMENT Professional v acuum pumps 
or surgical. Gain 1-3". Permanent. Safe. Finhaiiee erection. 
FREE Bmchures. Dr. Joel Kaplan 13 1 21 409-5557. Latest 
enlargement into: l-90X)-976-PMIP($2.95/min> 



ARE YOU LOSING YOUR HAIR? Tight Itchy, oily 
scalp? Help yourself now! 120 page bonk shares pmven 
program. "Hair Today. Not Gone Tomorrow" $10.95, S3 
s/h. Money back guarantee. Health Intelligence 76 N 
Maple Suite 338L Ridgewood, NJ 07450. 
Info 201 689-6890 Charge orders 800 850-3979 



TOTALLY HIP POWER 
FOOD FROM OREGON! 



A Gift to all from Mother Nature for 
vitality, 

more energy, superior health and 
strengthening your immune system. 
Add one of the most nutrient-dense 

food on earth to your daily diet) 

SUPER BLUE GREEN™ ALGAE 

Grows wild in virtually 
pollution-free Klamath Lake 
in Oregon. 

• Contains all essential amino acids, 92 trace 
minerals, all other vitamins except D, which 
we get from the sun. 

• 65% protein, rich in Beta Carotene and 
enzymes. 

• 97% assimilated by the body. 

• 100% natural, organic whole food. 

If you're serious about improving your 
health, OR if you would like to share this gift 

with others and earn exceptional income 
working at home, call Susan Wahl today for 
a FREE audio tape: 



1-800-927-2527 

ot 2016 

Independent Distributor 



help wanted 

EASY WORK! EXCELLENT PAY ! 
Assemble products at Home Call Toll-Frcc 
1-800467-5566 ext. 2566 



home video 



FREE CONDOMS with purchase of adult video 
catalog. 2 1 +. stale age. Send S3. SASE to: Avica. 
9018 Balboa, «545-S597. Northridge, CA 91325 



We have the BIZARRE. THE UNIQUE, and the 
stuff you've only heard about. Mostly VMS. some 

Beta. Overseas Travellers, we are interested in 
obtaining videos purchased abroad. Write: Foreign 

Films Etcetera. PO Box 42 1 . Zion. IL 60099 



Adorable sexy college girls in revealing, playful 
"tease" videos. Send SASF. for free catalog or 

S20 for sampler video to: 
TNV. 301 W. 21 St. #139. Austin. TX 78705 



instruction 



LOS ANGELES RECORDING WORKS! lOf ' 
Intensive Recording Engineer and Video 
editing programs taught in 12,000 sq. ft., 11 
studio complex, including SSL. Housing & 
Financial aid available. Catalog: 5278-S 

to* SSS ' Lankershim Blvd., N. 

RKORDIIK Tt&'f Hollywood, CA 91601. 

WORKSHOP _ 818-763-7400 



NO LIMITS 




• VIDEO PRODUCTION • 
a COMPUTER ANIMATION . 

MULTIMEDIA 

• VISUAL COMMUNICATIONS * 

• AND MORE • 

• 2-year programs • Financial assistance * 

• available to those who quality • 



10 GREAT LOCATIONS 



Atlanta • Chicago • Dallas • Denver 
Fort Lauderdale • Houston • Philadelphia 

Phoenix • Pittsburgh • Seattle 
(Programs not available at all locations) 

1 -800-424-2800 

tiltp: Vimv.ail.edu 



A» THE ART INSTITUTES INTERNATIONAL' 

L «l im inn idmif, ritiiiiiici, n \tm 



tlM AWT INSTITUTES INTERNATIONAL , INC. . IFiM 



PL 

<■ ii \ in \ \ 



fhk for it by 
name! 



Col tow table Company 



internet 



ONLINE SURF/SKATE CATALOG 
www.banried.com 



inventions 



FREE INFORMATION KIT! 

The smart way to market/patent your new product 
idea! THE CONCEPT NETWORK. 
I- 800-835-224*. Ext 197 



FREE INVENTION PACKAGE. Davison & 
Associates offers customized Development. Patenting 
and Licensing. Proven results: I -800-677-6382 



miscellaneous 

!!!!!!!!! HEMP JEWELRY !!!!!!!!!! 

Cool looking individually designed hand carved 
necklaces symbolizing spiritual benefit. Protects you 
from bad and evil. Special offer $12.95. 
CALL NOW 1-888-299-9724 



occult 



ONI TEMPLE SMOKE 

Hashish-altcmalivc smoking substance. Legal! 
Potent! Free literature: (3121 509-6393 Ext. 18. 



poetry 



POETRY CONTEST! 



$48,000 



Th« National Library of Poetry 

1 Poatry Plaza 
Possible Publication Owtnga Mill,. MD 21117 

Om.-IMf feSi-niM '. iir.r, -t 



In prizes 
awarded annually 



posters & photos 

CELEB. PHOTOS! ROCK, METAL, TV+! Send 
SASE for list. Name Favorites. PIX/SPIN, 
Box 20747, Houston. TX 77225 

psychics 



Find Love is Happiness 



TMLmhlMt 
MB* BEST Pipkin » 
BKAfeUm o/btr Hurl. 
Wf Crt Auwm 
£ f ran PtkAot 

m . Httt im 



,i™-(lM\l'\lMOGl'lM 
1-900-370-61 12 

HRSt 2 MtS tHI t i 1.99 m\. irttM 

1-800-981-4138 

a/»iruU''W<m'X,t.WOH-,4VJI »l WJV 



PSYCHIC SAMPLES. 24 Mrs Svc. 
Unlimited Calling 1-81X1-250-9200 
Adults Over 1 8 Only. 

SAMPLE OUR PSYCHICS, 

Listen. Then Decide. 1-800- 240-1216 
Adults over 18 only. 

NEW! TOLL FREE. 
All New Psychic Samples Line 

1-888-6! 1-6739. Adults over 18 



LIVE PERSONAL PSYCHICS specializing in love, 
money, dream interpretation and difficult decisions' 
1-900-329-4779 3.99/min. 18-1- 

records, tapes, cds 

INDEPENDENTS - Punk Ska - debut CD. 
In For The KILL wnte:Rorkdnster Records 

3716- A. Alliance Dr. Orcensboro. NC 27407 
Call toll free!!! 1-888-817-1007 
htttp//wwv jvx-kduster.com 



Btterial 




CD's at discount prices-huge inventory 
for catalog send $2 to Byrd's Music 
P.O. Box 883390, Nteanboat Springs, CO 80488 



-i Backsliders.' 
Blake Babies. Clarissa The Dirty 
Daren, frame, Fu Mandai. Jutsra 
Hatfield, to Htmy: Jabbarjaw 
Jason % the Scorchers kill Creek. 

Machines of Loving Grata. 
Metwrrs. Manet Dog. Prawn Son^ 
Pure. Seven Mary Three SouvreJ 
Nut Zippers Victoria Williams 




RARE IMPORT. BARGAIN CD's Huge 
discounts. Ask for free catalog. B&C Connection. 
RRI. Box 1 12. Vmeland. NJ 08360 609-697-2298 

IMPORTED CD's, RARE RECORDS, Books, 
Videos. Huge Selection! Catalog SI. 00. 
SPIN DIZZY Box 20708, 
Greenfield. Wl 53220-0708 



ree catalog 



e apintii downwanfa, ly da, eden, 
bihi k ttip*- for a Nut- girl <ittritk<a 
faith 6 the mtoe and KWj othen 

kfs. box 16&)55,&ka&, il't>061p 
or email: catoio^profekt.com 



NEW: TRUSTY CD S9 each ppd. Also: Pin: Party 

combined CD with Peel Sessions and Teen Idles 
CEkTIDischoni Anniversar) release) & other cool DC 
musics. (Including l-uga/i. The Makc-Up, etc.) In the US 
Send I stamp fcxalLslOR4slanipMovtrcas;4IRCs)fora 
fully illustrated catalog of what we sell. Dfechord Records 
Dept S 38 1 9 Beecher a Wasliinglon. DC 20007- 1 802 



DEMO'S RECORDS, 2800 W. Berry. Ft. Worth. TX 
76109(817)921-1441 Fax: 1817) 921-1416 

hnp:-svww.fLasltrks-~r\viiet-a^no.htrrJ 
PEARLJAM-Ncw limited Box Set "Bridges'^CDs S125 

1 99 1 - 1 995 Contains all unreleased songs 
Bridge Bcncfir All Acoustic! Rare CD $32 
"Covering Them I & 2" Cover Versions & Rarrrjes$32 
Place YwirOrderToday! V/MOAX/Dts/CJi/MO 



the folk implosion 

just hold on... it s all Coming 

pole position 

7"/CP out in late february 



MAGNETIC -- iwo ex-Camper Van Beeihoven stall a 
it and should know better. 
CDs. info, etc. Box 460816. SF CA 94146 
email: inagi»^LCD'i»ei^MiiAji>ii. 
bttpy/vv\w.anusx^^ 



ASSAULT ON ART 

A Boy Namad Wain, thai Fl**h Miasilox. 
Rinsa Cycln, Modal Slash Ac- trans, 
bnim Rubbl* & th» Cunt Stubbta. 
None of these artists are featured (n 
the new Matador mailorder oataJoo ■© 
go ahead and ask for one. 
Matador Racordt S76 Broadway NYC 10012 
blip i .'wwvv mmdoi re<s com 
robot @m ttado r. raci com 



RARE CD'S, VIDEOS, CASSETTES From Around 
The World. M. Manson. Rancid. Nirvana. Alanis. Beatks. 
Ciarboge, P. Jam. Tons More! CatalogSI orontlie Internet 
.a: Iittp://tvk\1k iiiUNk.ct>m/-iitr or write: Eclectic 
Music. Box 1864(H). Royal Oak. Ml 48068 



IMPORT CDS! Rock. Pop, Metal. Alternative. 

Catalog SI : SilverDisc Music. 19425-B Soledad. 
#272-SP. Canyon Country. CA 91351. V1SA/MC 



HUGE PUNK / ALTERNATIVE CATALOG 

65 pages, hard to find titles. Send $1 (S3 int'l) to 
DEEP SOUND, 1 1632 1/2 Ventura Blvd. 
Studio City. CA 91604 

WORLD DOMINATION RECORDINGS 

Loop Guru. Scenic. Perfume Tree. Latimer. Sugar 
Plant and MORE! For free catalog call 
1-800-818-6377 



LET THE WORLD DECIDE!! 



American Music Club, Archers of 
Loaf, the Edsel Auctioneer, Game 
Theory, Hypnolovewheel, Gigolo 
Aunts, Matt Keating, Tommy 
Keene, Knapsack, The Loud Family, 
Picasso Trigger, Small, The Sneetches, 
Thron eberry & Yo La Tengo. Write for 
a free mail order catalogue to: Alias 
Records. Dept. Spn, 2815 W. Olive 
Ave., Burbank, CA 91 505 



USED CDs & MOVIES ON THE WEB! 
Buy & Sell Online! Lowest Prices! 
vvww.secondspin.com 

Monarch Music "NO MUSICAL BOUNDR1ES" 
Call loll free I -888-823- 1 977. If you are looking for 
any style, any format, we specialize in hard to find. 

Compact Disc Grab Bag 

40 Full Length CD'S, Mostly Alternative.$40 Post pd 
to: Joseph's 795 Madison Ave. Albany. NY 1 2208 



singles 



MEET BEAUTIFUL RUSSIAN WOMEN! FREE 500 
photo color magazine. Club Prima. 1 1 0 1 -D Thorpe Lav 

#1 10NC. San Marcos, TX 78666(512) 396-5522 (24 his) 
Htlp://clubprinia.coni 

FREE FOR WOMEN! 

The Guy you want to meet is out there! 

l-f<lMI.XHS-l,IK,i) 

18+. Always free, 24 hours'. 

RUSSIAN LADIES, truly beautiful, educated, want 
to meet YOU. .3.00 selected from 80,000+ applicants. 

Beautiful videos, exciting Moscow touts. Free color 
photocatalog! Russia33: PO.B 888851; Atlanta. GA 
30356; (770) 458*909. 

CONNECT NOW allows you to talk LIVE I -on- 1 
with singles in your area! Call now . . .meet tonight! 
1-900-287-7225 $2.99/min.. 18+ 

PHONE NUMBERS! local Singles and couples 
1 .900-420-0420 ext. 138 
Try it. it works! S 2.95/min. 18+ 



MEET LATIN LADIES! 



Of Mafco, Coiibbaon, Control & SoulK 
America I Baoutiful, traditional & 
morriaga mindad Fomout 500* 
phorocotalogi, 'tiva* vidooi, & roman- 
tic toon. FREE Detail* I [713) 894-92 2i 
1h» 91 Service of trie Amoncot" 




ill unit i n « mi . INC. 

P.O. BOX 924994-CD 
HOUSTON. TX 



INT'L Ladies or Men seeking friendship or 
marriage free photo catalog. Rl/Am. PO Box 55 1 7, 
Apache Jet.. AZ 85278Tel. & Fax (602)983-1963 



research 



Term 
Paper 
Blues? 




TERM PAPER ASSISTANCE 
Catalog ol 20.000 research papers 

Order Catalog Today with Visa/MC ot COO 

EH3E2^1 800 351 0222 

or (310) 477-8226 Mon. - fit 9am - 5pm (Pacific time) 
Or send $2.00 with coupon below 

Our 280 pace catafc* contami detailed descriptions ot 20.000 
reward! papers, a virtual library ol mfwrnatiori al jour linfertipv 
Endnote and bibliographic pates are free Otdennf n as easy ■ 
ptcluR| up jour phone let this valuable educational aitt sen* you 
thnwihout vovf college yean 

EXAMPLES OF CATALOG TOPICS. . . 

715H • HUMAN INTELLIGENCE Anatyns amflidine 
Thames I mpm fat \Q a rwt onlj inherited, but ate a ear! erf 
b» eniwonmenL social and contextual tartes 16 crtatwns, 5 
woes. 10 pates 

21940 - DRUG USE ft ADOLESCENT SUICIDE toodence. 
OMiwctans, abuse at risk teenagers, family tJrslu radon setl- 
esteem. past 1 Ivture research 22 citthow. li soartes, 6 pages 

Hesearcn Assstance atso prowdes custom research and thesis 
assistance Our start ot pro from a! writers each writ>nf in their 
fcekts ot expertise, can assst vou with all your research needs 

QUALITY GUARANTEED 

I RESEARCH ASSISTANCE 

1132? Idaho Aye , Suite 206 IS , 

I West Us Angeles, California 90025 , 

Please rusti mi atarof Enclosed is U to cower ceilage a 

Name J 

Address > 

City 



_ State. 



SPEEDY RESEARCH 70.000 REPORTS. 

Papers, Theses. 6.00 per page. Research Assistance 
use only! Custom research and fax available. 
VISA/MOAMEX 1-8O0-356-9O0 



KNOWLEDGE REPORTS 
Quality Academic Research 
Catalog Papers-Customized to Your Needs 
1-800- 789-8609 
E-Mail, Fax, Modem, Express 



phone entertainment 



ALL CHEAP!! XXX rr 49</min 

Talk Live to Local Girls I -268-104-5005 

Local Girls Names ami Ph»'s 01 1-592-59CM53 
Amy-l8yrs.5T'.97ll».BIondc 1 -800-266-61 56 
Hardcore Sex! Inll LD 01 1-239-9434 



Heather- I'm 19 yrs old. red head, always homy! 
107lbs. 5'3". seeks men who like to have fun! 
1-800-414-9549 • 

RICKY'S GAY BOY'S 18+ I -800-280- VV ACK 

HARDCORE GAY SEX! 01 1-592-585-069 
GAY Date/ Partylines! Int'l LD 1-268404-5073 



EAVESDROP LINE 
SECRETLY LISTEN To HOT Phone Sex Calb! 
212-«9I-2444 99c/min. 



ALL CHEAP!! XXX fr 49«/min. 

Talk Live to Local Girls 01 1 -239-9434 

Local Girts Names &Ph# s 011-592-589063 

Datelines/PartyluKS I-2684O4-5005 

Hardcore Sex! Int'l LD I -809-490-2822 

HOT GAY XXX 
• l-i»0-U5-iaJ5 • • l-M«r-K»6-2525> S2-a7Mln I8» 
BISEXUAL PLAYMATES UWMIn IkV • l-sXW-745-7075 

HOT CHEAP CHICKS 

l-268-4t>4-4733 
HOT LIVE GAY GUYS 

1-268-41 M-1481 
Adults/lnt'l Tolls Apply 

HOT LIVE SEXX 
011-404-481 
Adults/ Int'l Tolls Apply 

HOT HORNY GIRIJi 

I-664-4IO-2204 
Adults/ Int'l Tolls Apply 

HOT WILD SEXY 
I -on- 1 X RATED LIVE TALK 
1-800-238-LIVE Sl.69/min. 

HOT LIVE PHONE SEX 

Homy Women Want To Talk to You! 
1202)741-1202 99c/min 

HOT CHEAP PARTYLINE 

1-664-410-1169 
Adults/lnt'l Tolls Apply 

SIZZLING HOT 
LIVE PHONE SEX 
212-741-1202 99«/min. 

EXPLICIT HARDCORE TALK!!! 

The Cheapest and the Best! $1.98 pcrmin. 18+ 
1-800-830-1ON1 (1661) • 1-900-66(m«141 

QUICK RELEASE 

1-800-964-1349 
Adults over 18 only. 

HOT SEX SAMPLES 

1-800-975-1555 
Adults over 18 only. 

Amber - 21 yrs old. 5 .3 ". 103lbs, black hair, long 
legs, great chest seeks homy guys to meet. 
Willing to travel! 1-800-307-8454 

SexFinders - The Sexual Personals 

Women Call Free 500-488-5239 (e.23 toll only) 
900-993-1407 or 800-883-1259 $2.99/min 18+ 

PHONE SEX SAMPLES 

1-800-990-9976 
Adults over 18 only. 

KEMKY& UNCENSORED TALK!!! 

The Cheapest and the Best ! $ 1 .98 per min. 18+ 
1-800-470- WILD (9453) * 1-900-666-I200 



VVVVVV^ICKandTWISTED.Coni 

Adults over 18 

INSTANT CREDIT!! 
Hot. Sexy & L'ncensored! 18+ 
l-80M18-»112n-9S4-704-7382«ll-99S-321-555 



alerial 



TABOO COLLECTION - RAW HARDCORE! 

JUST THE WAY YOU WANT IT! 18+ 

Sex Slorc: 01 1-239-9915/Ranch 01 1-239-9414 
Live Babes: 011-592-570-241Mot Girls: 1-268-404-5497 
Gay Chal 01 1-592-578-389/Man Tales: 01 1 -592-575-701 
Gay Party: 011-373-990-9799 OR 1-26&404-5406 LD 

Inornate Connection) 24hrs 

Meei sexy single vrtimen lonl live ! 
l-SI00405-SEXY$1.99ram. IS+ 

UVEONE-ON-ONE 
Hoi Girls want lo talk to you now! 
1-800-822-GIRL 

$2/min. Major CC & personal Checks. 1 8+ only 

Lonely Housewives Need Relief!!! 

The Cheapest and Die Best! J2.98 per min. 18+ 

l-80O45-JK)R.\Y (46769) * l-9t»66r>4900 

TALK TO HOT HORNY BRITISH BABES 

I -800-7694475 
FOR INTERNATIONAL PLEASURES! 
18+ LDmesappry. 

Hot, exciting and kinky live girls!!! 

The Cheapest and the Best! 99 cents per min. 18+ 

1-800-882-1 ON 1 (1661) * 1-900-666-7300 
ALL HARDCORE SEX 

Get a grip, for 24 hour 2 on 1 , 1 on I 
and more. Call 900-745-2542 $2.50+/min. 18+ 

HORNY 1 1 .s SENIORS 1-800-544-7515 
CHEATTN* YOUNG WIVES 1-800-666-9590 
HORNY ORIENTAL SLUTS I -800-633-6869 
HORNY YOUNG BLACK GIRLS 1-800-756-1669 
HORNY BRITISH SLUTS 1-800-340-2385 

CheapSluls! 01 1-239-9213 (LOR) 18+ $2.99rmin. 

LISA - Call me anytime. 1 am Naughty, Busty 
18-year-old Blonde who loves to get Nasty & Kinky. 
Willing to travel, let s meet. 1 (800) 2794455 



ADULTS ONLY!!(Very Explicit. 
HOT GAY ACTION: 1-809-IIW-8076 
SUBMISSIVE 19 YR. OLDS: 1-800-664-9992 
2 HORNY GIRLS & YOU: 1-8O0-52O-3825 
LESBO ACTION: 011-592-597-879 
LOCAL SWINGERS: l-8O0-747-2428(CHAT) 
ASIANS, fresh Off The Boat: 1-800-659-6661 
GAY PARADISE: 1-809490-8164 
UNFULFILLED GAY MEN: 011-592-599448 
DOMINANT MISTRESSES: 1-809-6594321 
BUSTY GIRLS: 1-800-326-3301 
#809 form 60t/min . 011- As low as 69«/min. 18+ 
Mult. Billing Options fortWOO Int'l Toll Applies 

HOT LIVE SEX PARTY, I4DN-1 011-6836945 

1-ON-l Red HMJuJcyCheri!! 011-239-129-7558 

UVEGn|lMcSEXXXOrgy!! 011-239-129-1205 

YOUNG & NASTY Live Babes 011-239-129-7593 

Welcome lo Boys Town! 

The Center of GAY Action. 
011-592-599-811 - HOT 
011-592-595-947 - STUDS 
011-592-1127 - WANT 
1-809-490-8005 -TO 
I -268-404-4449 - TALK 
I -809-490-8006 -TO 
011-592-1901 - YOU! 
18+ Only, lull To» Applies 

UNCENSORED, WILD, HOT 
GROUP ACTION 01 1-592-247-245 
KINKY HOTLINE 01 1-592-247-246 
HOT ADULT FANTASIES 1-80949041900 
NAUGHTY & NASTY 01 1-683-2646 
18+ lritlToU Applies 



TALK TO HOT BEAUTIFUL BABES 

Call Now! l-8rB659-6S62 
1 8+ Multiple Billing Options 

HOT! LIVE! XXX TALK! 01 1-373-973-1238 
CHEAP UVE PARTY!! 18+ 1-2684044426 
KINKY COEDS UVE!!! pe ine. 011-6834461 



THE BOYS CLUB UVE! 


1-2684044431 


NEW! UVE GAY PARTY! 


1-2684044432 


UVE! XXX! GAY! XXX! iml ldl4»9447-8476 


RAUNCHY RAQUEL 


14)09490-2649 


XXX EAVESDROP LINE 


011-592-597-668 


UVE! GIRLS! GIRLS! GIRLS! 1-268404-6895 


BOTTOMS UP! 


011-592-597-672 


KINKY CALLGKLS 


011-592-597-686 


ULTRA HARDCORE 


011-592^97-694 


GUYS MEET GUYS UVE! 


011-592-246-069 


GAY? BI? CURIOUS CALL! 


011-683-9352 


* 1 UVE GAY DATELINE 


1-2684044473 


BACKDOOR BAMBI 


011-592-1795 


SEXY PLAYMATES UVE! 1 -268404446(1 


HARDCORE HEAVEN 


011-582-3994)508 


UNBELIEVABLY HOT!! 


011-239-129-2580 


SUBMISSIVE SUZY 


011-509-900-034 


NAUGHTY SLUTS 


011-239-129-2526 


SLEAZY VOYEUR LINE 


011-592-597-735 


QUICK & DIRTY 


1-809447-8389 


AMATEUR PORN SLUTS UVE! 01 1-683-7698 


BACKDOOR SLUTS! 


14109490-2954 


ALL NIGHT PARTY! UVE! 


1-2684044462 


BARELY LEGAL 


011-683-7906 



FEMALE WRESTLERS & BODYBUILDERS 

Posing • Wrestling • Dominance • Body Worship 
1(800)741-1713 1 (900) 407-PUMP (7867) 

XXX4TjOREYOURFANTASIES011-232-90778 
CHEAP LIVE XXX TALK 001-68349324 
PLAYMATE PARADISE 1-2684044916 



INTIMATE HOT TALK 

1-800-300-9969 
k3.47/minute 18+ 



ABSOLUTELY OVER 18!(STRICTLY ADULTS) 
SIZZLING BEACH PARTY: I-217-873-0100 
WILD BEACH PARTY BABES 1-918-222-BABE 
EXOTIC LIVE OUTLINE: 1-918'222-CHAT 
GAY«LIVE«GAY: 1-918-222-4MEN 
GAY CRUISE LINE: I -9 1 8»222»BOYS 

CAY*BI*CURIOUS: 1-918-22BIGUY 
Reg LD Applies. Al) callers Must Be 18 

HOT LIVE GIRLS l>918-222>2HOT 
IT'S A WILD PARTY 1-217-873-0I00 
WOW! SIMPLY SEXY I-91K-222-2222 

18+ 24Hrs./Day Reg Charges Apply 

GAY -HOT-AND-CHEAP!! 
1-918-222-BOYS - 

1 8+ Reg LD Applies 



HORNY HEDONIST PARTY LINES 
1-800450-SEXY • I4M0-679-GUIL 

All live 24 hrs 18+ 3 ways to pay 

INSOMNIAC LIVE CHAT LINE 
24 HR NON STOP ACTION 

LD rates only no premium charge 
1-702-748-7777 
1-970-253-TALK 



HOTTEST-HOT ADULT PHONE SEX 

Coeds. Dancers. Wive - Want YOU! 
I-80O-575-132I or 1-900-234-5594 



SIZZLING, HOT SEX LINES 

Brown Sugar Babes 01 1 232 91582 

Oriental Sluts 01 1 -592 577 354 

Gay swingers I 809 447 8444 

Lcsbo lovers 1 809 447 8582 

Horny housewives 01 1 592 577 356 

Inl'l rates apply 18+ years 

UNCENSORED ADULT CHAT 

Dominatric queens I 758 455 5607 

All male review 1 809 447 8596 

Blow blondes 011 232 91585 

Coed sleaze 1 809 447 8583 

lnt'l rates apply 18+ years 

XXX UVE XXX Inl'l rales apply. 18+yrs 
Submissive sluts Oil 592 577 353 

Two way Tina • I 809 447 TINA 

Kinky fantasies Oil 592 577 361 

Party line 1 664 410 2453 

Gay playhouse 1 809 447 8597 

SUCK SISTERS 

1 664 410 2448 
18+yrslm'l rales apply 

TR1PLE-D TWINS 

All you want, and more 
16644102449 int'l rales apply 

1 809455 447 8383 18+yrs 

THE UNCENSORED PARTY LINE 

268404-7322 
Inl'l L.D. only, no extra charges. 18+ 



The ButtMonkey Partytine 

315-2331662 
Int'l L.D. only, no extra charges. 18+ 

AMERICA'S GAY PARTY LINE! 

Personals, live Rooms, I on I , Cruise, etc 
268^04-5075 
inl'l L.D. only, no extra charges. 18+ 

FREE PARTY LINES 

Sin City 1 -268404-7348 

Man 2 Man 1-2684044797 
Swingers 1-664410-1400 
Arizona High 1-520-718-5743 
Las Vegas Party I -702-748-76 1 1 

Only Reg or Int'l l.ong Distance Rales Apply 

ANYTHING GOES! 
Live Nasty Phone Sluts 
1-900-993-3072 5 option menu $2.50+/min 18+ 

18+CLUB PARADLSE - Cyber Chat House! 

Interact Live, or send discreet whispers to other HOT 
Studs and Sluts! Get in on the Virtual ORGY! 
- 1 -900-2674)202 S I 99/min 
YOU MUST BE 18 OR OVER! 



B&D/S&Mlnfo- Intelligent & home ph <°s of 
fetish ladies 1 -900446- 1 1 22. Love Nancy Ava Miller 
ABQ - NM www.peplove.com $2.99/min. 18+ 

Young Black Girls! 1-800406-5634 
Young Hot Sluts! 1-800-328-9969 
I lute/Party Anything Goes I -2684044939 



ULTIMATE 

ihOTLiK^k 



* ADVANCl T0UB SCHEDULES' 

* MAILING ADDRESSES! 

* PHONE i'S FOR BIST TKWS! 

* NEW/' CONCttT LOCATOR KATUBt! 





Artist 




2231 


M 1 N. 


3391 DMf Uppavd 


2371 


AiTmmilh 


3371 Dfepfedw Moda 


h2h1 


Aimcv M.inn 


Wl IXir.inOur.in 


6671 


Al.inis MoritMftlE 


3242 tanks 


2h64 




smi Ellon John ' 


2MI 


AHog In Cn.nns 


2525 Eric OopfcWI 




■id. 


3832 Everclear 


2352 


IVttvr Ih.in F-/r.i 


m 51 mm 


BiUvJof. 


3663 Foo Ukm 


2961 


Hath 


■Mnl i .ir- HI..-- i- 


2529 


IH.wk Ckmmm 


4664 I i ..-i ■ u.n- 


7341 


■vbScgsr 


4737 Green LXiv 


2661 


Bon |o\ i 


4861 Guns N fawn 


7771 


Brucv Spnn^Uvn 


-K.si Hole 


2321 


Brv.in Adorns 


MoolH-Actrk-KloHhsli 


2872 


Pudi 


4631 IndiuoCirK 




Collect o e Soul 


46M1 INXS 


2ND 


Countini; Cmtv* 


5386 l... t. |. :i Hl.i. khcirt? 


2721 CnnMfwi 


672^ |o,in Osborne 


2K71 


The Cure 


5472 KISS 


6281 


Dm Matthew* R.ind 


5671 KORN 


7681 


LXuid UvRolh 


5721 U-nnv Krjvltx 



* C0NCIKT LISTINGS BY ARIA! 

* TNI LATEST NtWS A UPDATES! 

* UPDATED DAILY / 24 HOURS! 

* PLUS MUCH, MUCH MORE! 



5484 
3651 
t.?~ r - 
SMI 
6354 
63H2 
6652 
6371 
•#6H2 
6461 
6471 
6276 

6332 
7321 
7462 
7M1 
M71 
77H 
7745 
1532 
71M 



Lisj I , s 1 ■ 
I rvc 

I ulUipokto/J 
M.tnUn M.inson 
MeflMM FthAfidnf 
IMl ins 
M.-t.lllK.l 
Motk>>- Crut* 
\.i!.iln M. r. h.ii.t 
Ni-il Youiik 
Nim- Inch Ndih. 
Nin .in j 
Ojsis 
t»Hsnnnn 

Pcm jam 

Pink lloyd 

t'omo li>r \\ ro-. 
I'i\-vidi*nts ollhi'LSA 
Primus 
Qucvnsrvchf 
REM 



PLUS... OVER 500 MORE 

phorM- Hi ... tnttUin Ih. Hrsl 3 Irtiris 



7332 
7W2 
7fcSI 

rs-i 

7X72 
7453 
7MI 
7521 
7XU 

7AK2 
7722 
774* 
7863 
H12t 
R622 
73HI 
2667 
8321 
8263 



K-ituM 

Kit C h.l. IV-pfX-n. 
k...l irl 

Ktill.n^; Stems 
Rush 

RustvJ Rotil 

Sitvcrchak 
Slid Row 
S fcw njli ta 
9tay«f 

Sm-iJimj; I'umpkin. 
Smnd^irdcn 
Hpadth u ii 
Spin IXKttirs 
Mime t.-mrl t . 

t.-J»% F.W t.Mf^ 

Iisidu-s 
Tom 1'i-ttv 
fitr. Amos 
U2 



ll.ilcn 

Vhm NcV 



III you. 



orit. group it nut listed hrr., jinl ptrvt of My th? numbrrs o 
■t.rtislitjslnjiTi.l..c. 8Q\ lo». > 266, Brv.n ADA nu, ■ X 



4#h 1 -900-773-ROCK 

ft $2.99/ mm. Under 1 8 Gel Porent'j Permission. Avg. Call 3 min. 

1-800-41 4-ROCK ^ 1 -900-45 1 -3373 



$2.99 |U.S.|/min. Undn 18 G« Porml-s Pii 



. Avo. Coll J n.m. 51995 CCL. DRESHER. » 19035 $3.99 [CAN)/rr, 



UVEfWUf 
PARTY ACTIOH! 



1-800-381 -MEET 



ALWAYS HOT J 
ALWAYS FUNt 



atcrial. 




IF/O ^RKPtO" tfS THC PWC *tHT€A *Np I'M 1TVCK |M 41 TJMff* 'MOHt fl, «** 0*4A¥ ene/»H*S» IMftMiTy. i 

HIM H STATIONS eW§KgP INT» MX TVMMt A AAP #>% AlftlMSTMMAH TP** <N A VAl*ATTV»yT rt> rf*Tt*U r *.I*7WN TftOSIC. 

70S of eootLts ,s W**TT» mp»SSf 5iHe* riWAy f^^LAH RAtno .station SfPKPSTM *AP«AiTy it\sA*Tim»" 
fKA iCH(fHiN<- e*MM«tet Acf txat ATTFMpTT*»#"Z.ii«« , "JATyAPAyMl»ATct\>r"Sie«TF *»T*«f Pvffti £*S5 >» WM y (mAMH « 

m»^«u fpatX MWm rxr £oh**£I4l ey«t# r«H«u-y imps i*m acsaolt tt> ay t*« &.t. «h» f©« 5»if aca«*m ofi-ieves mr 
Mtrnnt want r» «« ah aim witiNMy Amp nc*m . i ppm't pmpw N*«ee tpf y *rr fwf »ur i Ft**** ir /wjr a e 

fC»M 1»MI pCA*»PT MAfM TTSTf Ct-tf AM wmfMMty At CAU-f AS *.*Ap#mwiri AMP ItfTPtUf FMCP /* S»A- Sm t AN. ffVTN TMf 
fOftti C AMP Cote f M R A»io 5TATi»MS AAC FttCFP t tSj w>TW M»Sie AMP M«M n rfttK, tN«W> iT- An. HpSTX fH» F««- 
A MMP 7» 7»*>TtFy ntC MONC/ mr/ ftfCMT • MTA'flt MASTtft'J K>M( •> #tA#«PA|M* ••« AMPPM AP««T FMPYA »|M AHA 
•» fyfCAtlfV. MCie IS A HrsSAM fP Aw. A.APIP P.**** Act»»J An>«*«. A j 5 MCT UP/ J }Tt»«uy »«•«.«-• «T n*Ar/,v AeT- 
pAtcy fcAy n»$tt. W»y »• y«*t»iMF roft* 5f«Mv umaMh **** rH#»SMMP$ #f P*«-Atf PM 5TFA«o rPwpwFMT? P« 
tfAUy f«iMK IT'S "M HJ7PN T» /•« WA»L. PfcAV rHfM«»S»t, SAy C AMP rAfc.SFty wMO TPP A«TI«T I S AMP TMP ***** mt 7MC 

alcmm am»tmfm frrr*rFTW« Ait. thc mp»«t * «**eMy»er tmp <.ast p»«.ti«m "Wt *•»*•., P* TM*y ACTWAU* 

TWMK S*Mr*Mt fc'AMT* T» NVAATMAT? |F A tAHo StAtun U*«iufc 7* rrAT»C« A TAc«-i»J#- AMWC TWM TWAT ^tcM4M 
»N««*C« «r Ai >OMTHN>>*>t.«tt*Vw« H*WA«« »Tt«M&H«W* PA" • THAT «/Ay y#u M A^f wFot. 

P»«r srATi*wt wiw. $Ay "iustai-*. Mt«" r» **Cl P*(»tV«S AC»Al.J at y«v t TAWH »w '»K»I TT9W-MAM r«WM» 

/•» Iw y»o CAH vim a NAHt fW« fWMT«|fW • P*lcA*< >V X*w'M *M« pMUPMP TW« pMHTTMtAP o« M*S ttTTicurj T» 

T*H S*c» #wT**^Wi((* AT THrtffAtt«t$tJprflM**^ 4NP1MM A»»« »N All C«*»C«T TVXVM</C A* MWf Vll f« /A»tT/N*- TXr «VTAlT ( 

s* i wMtft Mt ip m/ Tie«#PT«, A«nr rw*T*-n4e ruir cam r c a« tfw. r*r mwmhn/ vc^pApac mAat; i aa«C*n 

1M« PPMP •» Mf ftMlf". $0$ \t MfffM* tPTM IPI*T i >'»»T PA» PM»«PM «*W pTt AcTWA LUy fr«|MP T° SuC7CCT OS T» V« 

A SAUP MA»*S Srtf fA«Mi5C IS THAT rH*y MIMIC rMC APtfNP »F Nil VAN A, PMC WOMPfltS if TN*S 0AMP HAS MO 3HAMC, AU.THA* 
l€TV p«A ntP SlMMTA 1» »• IS... ItltM^'Mt SAy THAT. BY 7H*t flMT t % mt S* PrSPPAATff A*MI ««tt*F I F«Al»wJtr 

P«* YWA«VIH |«y (twl CM-AAATMffMT pft Ay in*. tVL F|M» A TAfl, 4wy PtP TAff A/(M P*. i fmt> A *IHT f •«**«» T«»»*NT 3«fA»» 

tAMiTn, n*s AMcitMT amp i «*<m m* i»*a waat'i »m i vA»vety wenMitf >r fa*m <*hcm am* a*rss rv at <T v i nfp* 

CAAMPS »A«W«MI«M(ryVflMClPAMAy|i1NP APAtACfMPMTC. ifs 5» PlATy *n» F*«v» THAT CfATAiMty 7A*« My Men, ftfTTM«< 

IS A*«Sf«*A*V |i»nfVTp>» I >«.!»« IT |Ml»T>r »P«K AMfMAy, IT MiSSt, CKACKtPS AM» AM* IWiJ TMf $*M*>P«*lMC (TV 

4 if<A»l iU '5*f*KV*t) l 'M»M*f>i»T t»» »rrwAm). TWiwHi itliMO y*w»»ty MPM fc*FT»»#«. MP #vr»r Ky #**W MMMlP HVM.. I tvtMirwp 

R>M«* At rr CAM *♦ vtTAm TV* SfPMCAf PIS1MTIM*> AN» l*M M*»P» ** wrAITVAtS AT TIM ftlftCT TIMIMA* «f TMlS T»p^u_y uMf yppCTPP 
fif1**t*. T-P» AMICFMMA TIUS M*MN /•# MMA>P*Mr TMIMK. ffVMCf APWt 4Pvy A*U.I*M> Hit SteevrS .MH LlkMM PACKST^aA 
wM«A4NPCAfr»i*i. -r*AT\S AzMCM IT HIT MC ; ; HATC ^fW A/Avf / / HATF §*§ $.f tH I Nt . I'M PMf *F 7WPJ*" HISWA~ 
frttf C tMffl A«M* TMfMKS »VfAyr»4rAIP SUCKS. 

■ ■ / /f AFC THfV*** " 



— . 



aw 




5ooNt> ArTMP 
PP«P or A HAT. 
PfAt «>b I HAtt 
KySCLF. 

26-AM. 



\ 





The Micr 



twork 



is like a CD store that gives reviews, lets you MK ■§ ^^WM fJB music, 

has 80,000 titles in stock, is friendly, knowledgeable and delivers to your home. 

Waft, maybe it's not that much like a CD store after all. 



For a free one-month, unlimite 



1-800-FREE MSN. 




